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PREFACE.

" Let others make the laws give me the making of the songs

of a country." FLETCHER OF SALTON.

The influence of ballad poetry on the popular mind

is so generally admitted that we need here offer no apo-

logy for the present volume. In all ages, and amongst

every variety of people, civilized and savage, the most

important historical events have been chronicled in

song, and handed from generation to generation by the

bards the verses of the Druid's preserved not merely

the spirit but the letter of the Gallic laws, and in still

later times has the " Genius of the Soul" been ap-

plied to a similar purpose.

Demagogues, alive to the power over the mind which

is centered in the lay of the minstrel, have not been

backward in seizing the facilities afforded by the press

for publishing doctrines the most pernicious to the

common weal. We have, therefore, endeavoured here

to counteract as far as possible the evil tendency of
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such publications by presenting to the loyal Orange-

men of Ireland, and through them to all, songs which

recal the constitutional fidelity of their fathers of glo-

rious memory.

The collection will be found to include some of

the best selections from poets of known celebrity

amongst others may be mentioned the names of

BLACKER and GRAHAM, whose poems will survive

while loyal principles endure. There are also many

original ballads, written expressly for the volume, and

suited to the present times. While discharging our

duty in that respect, the reader will observe that as far

as possible we have studied to preserve the more im-

portant incidents connected with the history of the ve-

nerable system, whose deeds of valour and loyalty are

commemorated.



THE ORANGE INSTITUTION.

IN presenting a volume like the present to the public,

it may not be out of place to glance rapidly at the loyal

institution whose rise, progress, and principles form

the entire subject matter of its contents. For the per-

formance of such a duty there never was a more op-

portune period than these very days, when institutions

the most sacred and time-honoured are menaced by the

daring hand of rebellion. If ever the Orangemen of

Ireland merited the thanks of the nation it is now
; for,

without any vain boasting, we may safely assert that

their loyalty has not merely saved us from a recurrence

of the darkest scenes in our country's history, but pre-

served the kingdom from being rent asunder by the

diabolical machinations of demagogues who pant for

England's downfal and destruction. The position which

Orangeism occupies in Ireland entitles its members to

more than thanks it commends them to the peaceably-

disposed of every sect and party, and should secure

the favour of all grades of society. A few weeks since

when the current of sedition ran at its highest pitch,

the loyalty of Orangemen was equally exhibited ; and
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the brave and determined language of the addresses to

the Government, foreshadowed the still braver and

more determined action sure to follow if any emergency

required it. The guardianship of the oivil and religi-

ous liberty of Irishmen was in their custody, and right

manfully did they proclaim

We will drain our dearest veins,

Or they shall be free.

The fate of Ireland rested with them, and right nobly
did they incur whatever of responsibility might arise

from their opposition to republican doctrines. They

forgot the past. Persecution, proscription, insult and

contumely were heaped on them in vain their loyalty

was unshaken" 'twas still the same."

The Confederates might threaten ; the Repealers

might boast ; England, perhaps, dreaded that blood

would flow in seas, and Ireland be severed from her
;

but nowise moved, the yeomanry of Ulster made them

ready as their fathers did before strong in the cause
of truth, they dreaded neither French invasion nor Irish

rebellion, for the spirit and valour which conquered at

the Boyne nerved them for the struggle once more.

These were the signs of the times which strengthened
the efforts ofGovernment, and paralysed the plotting of

rcU'l>, rendering abortive the demagogues' schemes,
while

averting the consequences of civil commotion.
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" Give me 5,000 Orangemen," cried the mouthpiece

of the revolutionists,
" and the days of England are

numbered." Even so small a number was not found

to obey his summons, and the Union was safe. And

safe it shall ever be while Ulster is garrisoned with

the stout hands and willing hearts of those who glory

in the honored name of Orangemen.

The rise of such an institution is worthy of being

preserved. That which is now known by the name

dates from 1795 ; but a constitution of similar loyal

principles existed long anterior that period. Cotem-

poraneous with the arrival in England of the PRINCE

OF ORANGE, of immortal memory, an association was

formed for the maintenance of the Protestant Religion,

then doomed by the bigot JAMES. This association

was called
" The Orange Confederation," and in a

short time Protestants of high and low degree, ranged

winder its protection. How they acquitted themselves

history fully explains. Their valour no less than their

fidelity and triumph are testified by the Defence of

Derry and the victory of the Boyne events which

stamp the institution with undying honors, and en-

courage whatever confidence may to the end of time be

reposed in their unswerving loyalty.

It was not, however, till 1795 that the system now

in existence sprung up. From 1759, the spirit of re-



10 THE ORANGE INSTITUTION.

bellion ngain began to manifest itself, in the formation

of secret associations, under various names, but having

one main and ruling object the destruction of every

thing Protestant in this Kingdom. To this end the

most perfect and systematic conspiracy was entered

into, and the most flagrant outrages were perpetrated

on unoffending Protestants their houses and persons

were attacked by day and night, and so certain were the

rebels of effecting their purposes that estates were se-

lected to be bestowed on the victors.

The conspiracy was first detected in 1789 in the

County of Armagh, which seemed to have been a sort

of focus for the whole confederation. The discovery
then made showed to what an extent the plotters had
laid their schemes arms, ammunition, signs and pass-

words, and every thing necessary to carry on their vile

purposes were detected. They assumed the names of

United Irishmen, Whiteboys, Defenders, and a host of

others, but were united nevertheless for a given object,
which was developed in 1792, when they broke out in

revolution, which extended to fifteen or sixteen coun-
ties, and was kept up at intervals until 1798, the his-

tory of which period is well known. Previous to that

Jme, however, the Defenders made several assaults on
Protestants in the County Armagh, and at length
h parties met at a pitched battle near a village

called the Diamond-the battle lasted for seven or
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eight days, and terminated on the 21st September,

1795, in favour of the Protestants, who were not one-

tenth the number of their enemies. It was in comme-

moration of so decisive a victory that the Orange In-

stitution began the first lodge (now the Dian) was

formed either on the field of battle, or immediately

subsequent, the Protestants wisely judging that in

Union is Strength,"

Thus the march oframpant revolution in Ireland was

providentially intercepted; the designs of the disaffected

were baffled
;
the plague of tr-eason and rebellion was

stayed ; and from that time to the present the Orange-

men of Ulster have maintained a union at once useful

to themselves, and to the peace of the wholecommunity.

Now, it will be observed that the Orange Institution

was at the very ouset purely defensive whateverbe the

opposition shown it, its greatest enemies must concede

this truth. It was not until they could endure persecu-

tion no longer that Protestants entered into the organi-

sation, and here we cannot better explain this impor-

tant feature of the society than by quoting

ITS OBJECTS.

" This institution is formed by Protestants desiring, to th

utmost of their power, to support and defend her Majesty Queen

Victoria, the Protestant religion, the laws of the country, the

legislative union, the succession to the throne in her Majesty's

illustrious house, being Protestants, as well as for he defence



THE ORANGE INSTITUTION.

of their own lives and property, and the maintenance of the

public peace. It is exclusively an association of those who are

attached to the religion of the Reformation ; and will not ad-

mit into its brotherhood persons whom an intolerant spirit leads

to persecute, injure, or upbraid any man on account of his re-

ligious opinions. They associate also in honour of King Wil-
liam the Third, Prince of Orange, whose name they continually
bear, as supporters of his glorious memory."

They greatly err who speak of it as intolerant or blood-

thirstythey have been misinformed who suppose that

bigotry begat or prejudice sustains it. The association

is defensive its principles such as religion and nature

sanction, and all well-disposed minds will allow

Every Orangeman, if he followed the rules of the in-

stitution, ought to be a Christian, and be guided and

governed by the precepts of the Bible, as may be seen

by the necessary

QUALIFICATIONS OF AN ORANGEMAN.
"An Orangeman should have a sincere love and veneration

s Almighty Maker, a firm and steadfast faith in the Sa-
iour of the world, convinced that he is the only mediator be-

-sinful creature and an offended Creator. He should
rate truth and justice, brotherly kindness and charity, I

>n and piety, concord and unity, loyalty and obedience
lelaws. "is disposition should be gentle and compassionate-
behaviour kind and courteous. He should love thesociety of

;od,
and avoid the company of the evil. He should honor

'

gen ly read the Holy Scriptures, and make them the
HiUi and practice. He should love, uphold, and de-

the Protestant religion, and
sincerely desire and endea-

r to propagate its doctrines and
precepts. He should stre-

nuously oppose and protest against the errors and dangerous
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doctrines of the church of Rome : he should by all lawful

means, resist the ascendancy of that church, its encroachments,

and the extension of its power ; but he should abstain from all

uncharitable words, actions, or feelings towards his Roman Ca-

tholic fellow-countrymen. He should remember to keep holy

the Sabbath day, and attend the public worship of God. He

should never take the name of God in vain, but abstain from all

cursing, swearing, and profane language, and use all opportu-

nities of discouraging these shameful practices in others. His

conduct should be marked by wisdom and prudence, honesty,

and temperance, and sobriety. The glory of God and love of

man, the honour of his sovereign, and the good of his country,

should be the motives of his exertions."

But it has been said that the oaths administered to

and sworn by members are opposed to such an inter-

pretration as we have given of this institution. For

the benefit of those who think such of it we quote

THE TEST OF ADMISSION.

" The Orange institution consists of an unlimited number of

brethren, whose admission is not regulated by the taking of any

oath, or the taking, subscribing, or assenting to any test or

i declaration, not authorised or permitted by law."

These are documents taken from the published rules

and regulations of the system ; and we would ask its

maligners, were ever men banded together for the pro-

pagation of principles more noble, or truths more sub-

lime ? Let any who cavil or oppose such men, impar-

tially study their history, and if they can, point out a

single instance where they have not been found on the

B
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side of order, perilling life and limb for the Crown and

Government ; opposed to anarchy and rebellion the

humblest as well as the highest adopting the words of

one of their loyal songs,

My king though all the world go wrong,

Shall find a friend in me.

The institution stands on two pillars FEAR GOD,

HONOR THE KING its objects are the preservation of

religion and civil liberty it is purely defensive, strictly

loyal, and pre-eminently useful in a country like Ire-

land, where the spirit of treason slumbers or is kept in

check by the terrors of penal laws. In all the perse-

cution it suffered, its principle of loyalty never shook.

Governors might frown on it and imprison the men

who belonged to it, yet never did it nor shall it associ-

ate with the foes of Government. Agitators appeal

to Orangemen in vain ; for charm they ever so sweetly

their music sounds not half so sweet in their ears as the

noise of the Protestant fife and drum when the flag of

the favourite colour floats triumphantly in the breeze.

These are the emblems which make loyal men doubly

strong, because they restore to memory the deeds of

other and more stirring times. Yea, and they make
traitors cowl, for they too reflect on the victors who
first consecrated these ensigns of freedom the noble
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sires, worthy the honor they enjoyed, and the proud

position in which they left their sons,

The true northern heart, aye with thousands to aid it,

While not one has the plaguespot of fear to degrade it ;

But each heart is as true as the hilt to the steel,

And each bosom for each like a brother's does feel ;

From the green hills of Down, o'er to dark Donegal,

Oh, the hearts of the north boys outvalue them all.

Of the utility of the Orange institution we might

write a long essay, but the fact is so self-evident that

our observations shall be brief. One thing we cannot

overlook the contrast between this and the other pro-

vinces. While they are torn to their centre by dis-

content and disaffection, Ulster is peaceable and pros-

perous no rebel fiend excites the popular mind, nor

do dastard spirits find repose here. All live under the

same form of government, have the same laws, the

same soil, and yet the north alone, strictly speaking,

exhibits the signs of settled contentment. To what

cause may we ascribe this singular difference in cir-

cumstances, but to that loyal organisation which pre-

serves its own members, and prevents all others from

anarchy to those principles which pure teaching and

purer Christian doctrine lead them to obey those

who have the rule over them as the powers appointed

by God.

In saying that Orangeism is necessary in Ireland we

know that many, some of whom are good men, will be
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disposed to question the statement. They tell us that

" the parties in Ireland have interfered with Ireland's

prosperity, one causing a reaction among the other, and

both tending to perpetuate discord and division ;
and

that if all Irishmen were unanimous they would get

whatever they might choose to ask from the English

Government."

Now, we have put this objection in its strongest

form ; and yet to what does it all amount ? Simply

nothing ;
because it includes an absolute impossibility.

If Irishmen were united if they forgot their differences

and banded themselves together for any just object,

we do not pretend to say that England would obsti-

nately refuse their reasonable request. But, then, will

those who put the objection, just condescend to inform

us the mode of accomplishing this union, whichwould be

so talismanic in its effects ? Will they point out one

single object for union ? They could not, because none

such exists ; and if it did exist, we are at a loss to

know how " Protestants could forget," or how Papists

could forgive the events which have occurred in our

country's histoiy. Moreover, men who palaver about

u discord and division," and the blessed effects which

would follow did they not exist, forget entirely that disr

cord and division are not nor never have been the cause

of Irish misery or misfortune. If any part of the
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kingdom be divided it is the province of Ulster, where

party is known, where Orangeism flourishes ; and on

the other hand if unanimity prevail any where on

earth it is in the other three provinces, or the greater

portion of them, where party is unknown, and Orange-

ism dare not display itself. Well, what is the conse-

quence ? Why, it turns out, that the province which

all acknowledge to be divided is the only one where

any thing like peace exists, or prosperity is known ;

while the united provinces are the theatres of crime,

misery, wretchedness, and misfortune where murder

is proverbial, and assassination and cold-blooded cruelty

appear to have found an abode in the very genius of

the people. Discord and division indeed
;
and by whom

were they introduced, and by whom are they perpe-

tuated? By Orangeism? Certainly not, for it is a

defensive organisation of loyal, peaceable, well-disposed

men, for the protection of themselves, their lives, fa-

milies, properties, religion and sovereign. The Orange-

men did not originate party ; it was rebellion and its

abettors which begat and keeps it alive it was those

who broke faith again and again ; who menaced the in-

stitutions of the country, and who do still menace them.

They are the originators of party, and not the Orange-

men
;
and they must cease for ever, or be greatly

changed before union will take place among Irishmen.
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Popery, not Party, is the cause of discord, and if

ye will, of Irish misery. It clogs our energies ;
broods

over our prosperity like a dark cloud ; and determines

the evil destiny of our country. Where it reigns su-

preme, poverty sits enthroned likewise
;
where it pos-

sesses the mind, disaffection and discontent dwell also ;

and to that may we trace the contrast between Ulster

and the other provinces of Ireland,

We call particular attention to this fact : Orangeism
is now what it ever has been, an organisation for the

maintenance of British authority in Ireland. In a

political sense this is a main object of its existence.

Orangemen know well that if the Union between the

two countries were repealed if this further concilia-

tion were made to Popery, Protestant institutions and

every thing else connected therewith, would be doomed.
With such views they have, in these present times,

boldly avowed their determination to fight once more
the Battle of the Boyne sooner than yield what was
there achieved by their fathers. Under these circum-

stances, were there none others, we hail the reorgani-
sation of the system we rejoice to see the

gentry,
who have hitherto appeared lukewarm, connect them-
>lves with the movement, and unite with their poorer
ethren, to co-operate with the authorities in the pre,

ervation of peace and the disappointment of Republi-
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cans, who possess little, and care less about the unset-

tling and destruction of vested rights.

And while we are exhibiting the Orange system, and

advising its members to unite yet closer, we would be

doing loyalty injustice did we dismiss the subject with-

out counselling the Government to make these men

feel more and more interested in cultivating principles

so consistent with truth, and so useful to society. The

restoration of Orangeism, we are firmly persuaded, has

done more to check the progress of rebellion than all

the military and police in Ireland ; yea, than all the

state trials and pomp of war combined. We do not

undervalue these instruments in the upholding of au-

thority and the maintenance of order ; but we do con-

fess our candid and unreserved opinion that they are at

best only accessories the main, the chief instrument

in repressing revolution, will be found to centre in the

thousands and tens of thousands of stout hands and

loyal hearts which compose the native garrison of Ul*

ster the tried and trusty Orangemen.

To the Government, then, we would say Is it not

ungrateful, is it not cruel to repay these men by placing

them on a par with rebels, proscribing their system and

Imprisoning themselves for repelling aggression and

noting on the defensive, They ask no reward but the

***
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freedom they have fought for and won they seek no

price, for

Their loyalty is still the same,

Whether they win or lose the game ;

and these considerations ought to earn for them some-

what more than equality they are justly entitled to

ascendancy, as well by the toleration they have always

exercised, as their unpurchased loyalty to the Crown

and Government. When they have heen treated as

they deserve England may rest secure, for the Orange-

men of Ulster will keep unbroken the connexion be-

tween the two kingdoms.
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Efje Battle of tfje

[As this celebrated battle may be said to have decided the

fate of Ireland, we cannot do better than commence the volume

with the sturdy old ballad which so truthfully commemorates
that important event. There is not a spot in Ireland more hal-

lowed than the Boyne. The history of our country might be

w ritten on its banks, where the earliest Irish kings reigned, the

earliest laws were framed, and the earliest poems sungj. Through
its sacred stream, Christianity entered Ireland, and on its

margin was proclaimed the triumph of civil and religious liberty ,]

July the first in Oldbridge town,

There was a grievous battle,

Where many a man lay on the ground

By the cannons that did rattle :

King Jamea he pitched his tents between

The lines for to retire ;

But King William threw his bomb b.alls in,

And set them all on fire.

Thereat enraged, they vowed revenge

Upon King William's forces,

And often cried vehemently,

That they would stop their courses ;

A bullet from the Irish came,

Which grazed King William's arm,

They thought his Majesty was slain,

Yet it did him little harm.
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Then Duke Schomberg he in friendly care,

His King would often caution,

To shun the spot where bullets hot,

Retain'd their rapid motion :

But William said,
"

lie don't deserve
" The name of Faith's Defender,

" That would not venture life and limb
" To make a foe surrender."

When we the Boyne began to cross,

The enemy they defended ;

But few of our brave men were lost,

So stoutly we defended :

The horse were the first that marched o'er,

The foot soon followed after ;

But brave Duke Schomberg was no more,

By venturing over the Water.

When valiant Schomberg he was slain,

King William then accosted

His warlike men for to march on,

And he would be the foremost :

"Brave boys," he said,
" be not dismayed,

" For the losing of one Commander,
"

F*>r God will be our King this day,
" And I'll be the general under."

Then stoutly we the Boyne did cross,
To give our enemies battle

;

Our cannon, to our foes' great cost,
Like thund'ring claps did rattle ;

In majestic mein our Prince rode o'er,
His men soon follow'd after,

With blows and shouts put foes to the ;

The day we cross'd the Water.
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The Protestants of Drogheda,
Have reason to be thankful,

That they were not to bondage brought,

They being but a handful :

First to the Tholsel they were brought,

And tried at the Millmount after ;

But brave King William set them free,

By venturing over the Water.

The cunning French near to Duleek,

Had taken up their quarters ;

And fenced themselves on every side,

A waiting for new orders
;

But in the dead time of the night,

They set the fields on fire
;

And long before the morning light,

To Dublin they did retire.

Then said King William to his men.

After the French departed,
<; I'm glad, indeed that none of ye

" Seemed to be faint-hearted :

" So sheath your swords, and rest awhile,
" In time we'll follow after ;"

Those words he utter'd with a smile,

The day he cross'd the AVater.

Come let us all with heart and voice,

Applaud our lives' defender,

Who at the Boyne his valour shew'd,

And made his foe surrender.

To God above the praise we'll give,

Both now and ever after ;

And bless the glorious Memory
Of William that cross'd the Water.

2
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Protestant Bogs.

Tell me, my friends, why are we met here ?

Why thus assembled, ye Protestant boys ?

Do mirth and good liquor, good humour, good cheer,

Call us to share of festivity's joys ?

Oh, no ! 'tis the cause

Of King Freedom and Laws,
That calls loyal Protestants now to unite ;

And Orange and-B/we,

Ever faithful and true,

Our King shall support, and Sedition affright.

Great spirit of William ! from Heaven look down,
And breathe in our hearts our forefathers' fire

Teach us to rival their glorious renown,
From Papist or Frenchman ne'er to retire.

Jacobine Jacobite

Against all to unite,

Who dare to assail our Sovereign's throne,

For Orange and Blue

Will be faithful and true,

And Protestant loyalty ever be shewn.

In that loyalty proud, let us ever remain,
Bound together in Truth and Religion's pure band;

Nor Honor's fair cause, with foul Bigotry stain,
Since in Courage and Justice supported we stand.

So Heaven shall smile

On our emerald isle,

And lead us to conquest again and again ;

While Papists shall prove
Our brotherly love :

We hate them as masters we love them as men.
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By the deeds of their fathers to glory inspir'd,

Our Protestant heroes shall combat the foe
;

Hearts, with true honour and loyalty fir'd,

Intrepid, undaunted, to conquest will go.

In Orange and Blue,

Still faithful and true,

The soul-stirring music of glory they'll sing ;

The shades of the Boyne
In the chorus will join,

And the welkin re-echo with God Save the King.

[je Shutting of tfje (SaUa of 39mjK*

TUNE" Auld Lang Syne."

Full many a long wild winter's night,

And sultry summer's day,

Are past and gone since James took flight,

From Derry walls away :

Cold ara the hands that closed that gate

Against the wily foe ;

But here, to time's remotest date,

Their spirit still shall glow.

So here's a health to all good men,

Now fearless friends are few ;

But when we close our gates again,

We'll then be all true blue.

* December 7 (old style), 1688.

3
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Lord Antrim's men came down yon glen,

With drums and trumpets gay;
Our 'prentice boys just heard the noise,

And then prepared for play :

While some opposed, the gates they closed,

And joining hand in hand,

Before the wall resolved to fall,

Or for their freedom s
A
and.

When honour calls to Derry walls,

The noble and the brave,

Oh ! he that in the battle falls

Must find a hero's grave.

Then came the hot and doubtful fray,
With many a mortal wound ;

While thousands in wild war's array
Stood marshalled all around.

Each hill and plain was strewed with slain,
The Foyle ran red with blood

;

But all was vain the town to gain,
Here William's standard stood.

Renowned are those who face their foes,
As men and heroes should ;

But let the slave steal to his grave,
Who fears to shed his blood.

The matchless deeds of those who here
Defied the tyrant's frown,

On
history's bright rolls appear

Emblazoned in renown :

Here deathless Walker's faithful word
Sent hosts against the foe

;

And gallant Murray's bloody sword,
The Gallic chief laid low.
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We honor those heroic dead,

Their glorious memory :

May we, who stand here in their stead,

As wise and valiant be !

Oh ! sure a heart of storse would melt,

The scenes once here to see ;

And witness all our fathers felt,

To make their country free.

They saw the lovely matron's cheek,

With want and terror pale ;

They heard the child's expiring shriek,

Float on the passing gale !

Yet here they stood, in field and blood,

As battle raged around ;

Resolved to die, till victory,

Their purple standard crowned.

The sacred rights these heroes gained
In many a hard-fought day,

Shall they by us be still maintained,

Or basely cast away ?

Shall rebels vile rule o'er our isle,

And call it all their own ?

Oh, surely no ! the faithless foe,

Must bend before the throne.

Then here's a health to all good men,
To all good men and true

;

And when we close our gates again,

We'll then be all true blue."



THE STANDARD

belief cf

TUNE" My ain kind dearie, (X"

The gloomy hour of trial's o'er,

No longer cannons rattle O ;

The tyrant's flag is seen no more,

And James has lost the battle, 0.

And here are we, renowned and free,

By maiden walls surrounded O ;

While all the knaves who'd make us slaves,

Are baffled and confounded, O.

The Dartmouth spreads her snow-white sail,

Her purple pendant flying, ;

While we the gallant Browning hail,

Who saved us all from dying, O.

Like Noah's dove, sent from above,
While foes would starve and grieve us, O,

Through floods and flame, an angel came,
To comfort and relieve us, 0.

Oh ! when the vessel struck the boom,
And pitched, and reeled, and stranded, O,

With shouts the foe denounced our doom,
And open gates demanded, :

And shrill and high arose the cry,
Of anguish, grief, and pity, O ;

While, black with care, and deep despair,
We mourned our falling city, 0.

*

August 1 (old style), 1689.
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But, Heaven, her guide, with one broadside,

The laden bark rebounded, O ;

A favouring gale soon filled the sail,

While hills and vales resounded, O,

The joy-bells ring,
"
Long live our King,"

Adieu to grief and sadness, O ;

To Heaven we raise the voice of praise,

In heartfelt joy and gladness, O.

SQje Battle of tfje Bianumb.*

The battle of the Diamond !

Round, loyal, let it pass !

We'll drink it with a glowing soul,

And from a ruby glass !

Full let the rich red wine pour forth

Its fountain and its flood,

In token that the loyal won

That battle with their blood.

*
Several skirmishes having occurred in the county of Armagh

between the Defenders and the Peep-of-Day Boys, the former

being composed of the Papists, and the latter of the Protestant

peasantry, and some lives having been lost, a truce was agreed
upon. In twenty-four hours after, it was violated ;

the Protes-
tant gentleman, who was surety for his party, being fired at, and
the village of the Diamond being entered by seven hundred

Papists, a small number of the Protestants assembled, and the
two bodies were posted on the opposite hills that overlook it

The battle took place on September 21, 1795, aud lasted eight
days, when it terminated in favour of the Protestants, of whom
there were only a few killed, while hundreds of the Defenders
fell. Out of this affray, arose the Orange Institution, the first

lodge being formed shortly after.
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The battle of the Diamond !

F;;r let the watchword
fly,

Where craven Papist rebels crouched

Upon the earth to die !

Slain by devoted men and true,

"Who fought with heart and blade,

And slaughtered in their ambush vile,

By swords they had betrayed.

The battle of the Diamond !

We'll toast it well and wide,

Shamed rebels ! let it rouse alike

Their passion and their priicle !

And if the coward host again

Fling back the traitor's door,

We'll meet them, and we'll battle them,
And vanquish as before,

The battle of the Diamond !

A triumph song we sing ;

We care not how the rebels roar,

Nor how the welkin ring ;

The shout of Protestants shall swell,

Voice borne from shore to shore ;

And it shall be in Ireland

A toast for evermore.

The battle of the Diamond !

A triumph song we sinw
;

Hurrah ! we fought it for our Faith!
We won it for our kin*
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Our king! whom Papist fools denied,

To follow priest and pope ;

But fallen, we left them without life,

And living without hope !

The battle of the Diamond !

Again fill full the bowl
;

And as more generous spirits rise,

Let traitors shrink in soul !

Theirs was the net the cowards cast,

The prize too was their own,

Slaughter from good and gallant men

Who battled for the throne !

The battle of the Diamond!

And would they stay the toast ?

We dare them with their Moloch power,

And with their millioned host !

Lo ! at the shadow of a soul,

The robbers quail beneath !

The battle of the Diamond!

We drink it in their teeth !

The battle of the Diamond !

Again, and yet again ;

We waft it on the wings of wind,

We won it on the plain !

And memory is the sacred shrine

Where those high deeds we hoard
;

And what we gathered in the field

We cherish at the board.
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The battle of the Diamond !

Ho ! rebels quake and start !

We fought it, sound of loyalty,

We drink it, sound of heart !

Let puny rebels fill with spite

Spite's measure o'er and o'er,

Still shall it be in Ireland

A toast for evermore.

The battle of the Diamond !

Round, loyal, let it pass ;

We'll drink it with a glowiug soul,

And from a ruby glass !

Full let the rich red wine pour forth

Its fountain and its flood,

In token that the loyal won
That battle with their blood !

jFrencfj Enfjasimt, 1797.

The world has long waited in great consternation,
Th' event of this wonderful French preparation ;

Whether Portugal, Ireland, or India call'd West,
Should be prey to the fierce desperadoes of Brest.

Deny down, &c.

There was admiral Galle, aye, and Richery too,A pair of bad pirates as ever you knew
;

With soldiers and Galley slaves led on by Hoche
I wish perdition had the whole set, dans sa poche.

Derry down, &c.
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'Twas long undetermined which way they should steer,

'Till at last they bethought 'em of our Christmas cheer ;

When with good provisions our cellars are stor'd,

And beef and plumb-pudding smoke rich on each board.

Derry down, &c.

In anger and appetite none could exceed them,

They sail'd 'tis no treason to say, Devil speed 'em
;

That this was their scheme you must own is most clear

For they moor'd 'twixt Sheep's-head and the Island o^

Beer. Deny down, &c.

It blew from the shore a brisk wind at North-East,

And they snuff'd in the gale Richard White's Christ-

mas feast
;

For at Sean
1

eld good cheer and good fellowship reign,

May our enemies long for them ever in vain.

Derry down, &c.

How they lick'd their lank lips, and they thought to

regale

On his Carberry mutton and old bottled ale !

But in this the French gluttons were sadly mistaken,

'Stead of tasting his meat, not to save their own bacon.

Derry down, &c.

For Patrick the titular Saint of our isle,

Look'd down on his favorite sons with a smile ;

" No ravages shall this fair country deform,
"

I'll scatter the ruffians (he cried) in a storm."

Derry down, &c*

D
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With spirit elate, and with arms in each hand,

Indignant we rose to repel this rash band ;

Meantime our good Saint had preferr'd his petition.

And ^Eolus, well pleas'd, undertook the commission.

Deny down, &c.

The wind 'gan to rage, and the surges to roar,

And drove them half starv'd from the long wish'd-for f

shore
;

A few ships return'd when the weather grew still

But they ne'er could get farther than Hungry-hill.*

Derry down, &c.
\

name of ill omen to Richery's crew,
The Island of Primrose just suffered to view ;

Now robb'd of their booty, let Hoche and his hectors,
Go tell their great feats to the Gallic directors.

Derry down, &c.

To complete their confusion Lord Bridport appears,
And the flag of Great Britain triumphant uprears ;

Upon the Atlantic all scatter'd they rove,
As sheep from the wolf, or from falcon the dove.

Derry down, &c.

Then bumper your glasses, to George drink a health,
To Ireland peace, happiness, honour and wealth

;

May no feuds or discord her united sons sever,
And our army and navy be victorious for ever.'

Derry down, &c

A place off Bantry Bay.
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STfje <Same.

My dear Orange brothers have you heard of the news,

How the treacherous Frenchmen, our gulls to amuse,

The troops that last April they promis'd to send,

At length at Killala they've ventur'd to land.

Good Croppies but don't be too bold now,
Lest you should be all stow'd in the hold now,
Then to Bot'ny you'd trudge, I am told now,

And a sweet Orange Lilly for me.

But now that they are landed they find their mistake,

For in place of the croppies they meet the brave Lake,

He soon will convince them that our Orange and Blue

Can ne'er be subdued by their plundering crew.

Good Croppies, &c.

That false traitor Emmet, more ungrateful than hell,

With M'Nevin and Arthur, tho' fast in their cell ;

What they formerly swore they have dar'd to deny,

And the secret Committee have charg'd with a lie !

Good Croppies, &c.

But as by this falsehood it is clear they intend

To induce our poor peasants the French to befriend ;

We shall soon, I hope, see them high dangling in air,

'Twould bemurd'ring the loyal such miscreants to spare.

Good Croppies, &c.

On the trees at the camp crop Lawless intended

To hang up all those whom their country defended
;

But the scene is revers'd, a good joke it will be,

In the place of dear Camden to put up those three.

Good Croppies, &c.
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Judgment .being entered on that bloody Bond,

Exeucution should follow the people contend ;

Why say it (say they) when engagements they'vebroken !

The Direct'ry deny ev'ry word they had spoken.

Good Croppies, &c.

Then gird on your sabres, my brave Orangemen all,

For the Croppies are down and theFrenchmen shall fall
;

Let each Lodge sally forth from one to nine hundred,

Those free-booters e'er long with the dead shallbe num-
ber'd

Good Croppies, &c.

& berg oto

Ye Protestants of Ulster, I pray you join with me,
Your voices raise in lofty praise and show your loyalty ;

Extol the day we marched away with Orange flags so

fine.

In order to commemorate the conquest of the Boyne.

The first who fought upon that day the Prince of

Orange was,

He headed our forefathers in his most glorious cause ;

Protestant rights for to maintain, andPop'ry to degrade;
And in the memory of the same we fought at Lisna-

gade.

'Twas early in the morning before the rise of sun,
An information we receiv'd our foes each with his gun
In ambush lay, near the highway, intrenched in a fort,
For to disgrace our Orange flag, but it chanc'd they

broke their oath.
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We had not march'd a mile or 30, when the white flag

we espy'd,

With a branch of podereens on which they much rely'd

And this inscription underneath -Hail Mary ! unto

thee

Deliver usfrom these Orange dogs., and then we will

be free.

At half an hour past two o'Clock, a firing did com-

mence,

With clouds of smoke and showers of ball, the Heaven

was condens'd
;

They call'd unto their wooden gods, to whom they
us'd to pray,

But my lady Mary fell asleep and thecowards ran away.

uttg, 8. B,

AN ULSTER BALLAD.

[In point of time this ballad ought to take precedence of the
seven which have been printed previously.

" Una Phelimy"
strictly speaking does not come under the title of our book, but
it preserves the historical connexion between the massacre of

41, and the reaction on the part of the Protestants.

"
Awaken, Una Phelimy,
How canst thou slumber so ?

How canst thou dream so quietly

Through such a night of woe ?

Through such a night of woe," he said,
" How canst thou dreaming be,

When the kindred of thy love lie dead,

And he must fall or flee ?

3
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She rose, and to the casement came :

*' Oh William dear, speak low low !

For I should bear iny brothers' blame,
Did Hugh or Angus know "

" Did Hugh or Angus know, Una ?

Ah, little dreamest thou,

On what a bloody errand bent

Are Hugh and Angus now."

"
Oh, what has chanced my brothers dear ?

My William, tell me true !

Our God forbid that what I fear,

Be that they're gone to do ?"
"
They're gone on bloody work, Una,
The worst we feared is done ;

They've taken to the knife at last

The massacre's begun !"

"
They came upon us while we slept,
Fast by the sedgy Bann

;

In darkness to our beds they crept,
And left me not a man !

Bann rolls my comrades even now,

Through all his pools and fords';
And their heart's best blood is warm, Una,
Upon thy brothers' swords.

" And mine had borne them company,
Or the good blade I wore,

Which ne'er left foe in
victoiy,

Or friend in need before,
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In theirs as in their fellows' hearts,

Also had dimmed its shine,

But for these tangling curls, Una,
And witching eyes of thine.

" Iv'e borne the brand of night for these,

For these, the scornful cries,

Of loud insulting enemies ;

But, busk thee, love, and rise !

For Ireland's now no place for us ;

'Tis time to take our flight.

When neighbour steals on neighbour thus,

And stabbers strike by night.

" And black and bloody the revenge,

For this dark midnight's sake,

The kindred of my murdered friends,

On thine and thee will take

Unless thou. rise and fly betimes,

Unless thou fly with me,

Sweet Una, from this land of crimes,

To peace beyond the sea.

" For trustful pillows wait us there,

And loyal friends beside,

Where the broad lands of my father are.

Upon the banks of Clyde ;

In five days hence a ship will be,

Bound for that happy home :

'Till then, we'll make our sanctuary

In sea-cave's sparry dome ;

Then, busk thee, Una Phelimy,
And o'er the waters come."
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The midnight moon is wading deep,

The land sends off the gale ;

The boat beneath the sheltering steep,

Hangs on a seaward sail :

And leaning o'er the weather rail,

The lovers, hand in hand,

Take their last look of Innisfail ,

"
Farewell, doomed Ireland !

lt And art thou doomed to discord still ?

And shall thy sons ne'er cease,

To search and struggle for thine ill

Ne'er share thy good in peace ?

Already do thy mountains feel,

Avenging Heaven's ire ?

Hark ! hark ! this is no thunder peal,

That was no lightning fire."

It was no fire from heaven he saw,
For, far from hill and dell,

O'er Gobbin's brow the mountain flaw

Bears musket-shot and yell r

And shouts of brutal glee, that tell

A foul and fearful tale ;

While over blast and breaker swell

Thin shrieks, and woman's wail.

Now fill they far the upper sky,
Now down 'mid air they go,

The frantic scream, the piteous cry,
The groan of rage and woe :
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And wilder in their agony,

And shriller still they grow
Now cease they, choking suddenly ;

The waves boom on below.

" A bloody and a black revenge !

Oh, Una ! blessed are we,

Who this sore-troubled land can change,

For peace beyond the sea
;

But for the manly hearts and true,

That Antrim still retain,

Or be their banner green or blue,

For all that there remain,

God grant them quiet freedom too,

And blithe homes soon again."

Attention mg

TUNE." Bachelor's Hall."

Attention, my brothers, attend one and all,

It's glory invites you, attend to her call ;

To crush foul rebellion that's raising her head,

With dark horrid murders our country's o'erspread :

The Gods have assembled to join in our cause,

The Gods, &c.

And invite to their standard all staunch Orange boys,

And invite to their, &c.

CHORUS.

Without fear, without fear to our standard repair,

And from treason and murder our country we'll clear.
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Bold Mars plac'd this standard conspicuous to view,

The colour is Orange, embellish'd with blue,

The glorious King William in the centre is plac'd,

As the fatherly friend of the Protestant race :

Then the Gods in full council loud had it decreed,

That a messenger quick to Hibernia should speed.

"Without fear, without fear, &c.

Fleet Mercury no sooner set foot on our land,

Than thousands of heroes were at his command,

With hearts staunch and firm as old Irish Oak,

To accept their free service the Gods did invoke :

Light as air he flew back,and the Gods heard with joys,

That whole armies wouldjoin them of stout Orangeboys.

Without fear, without fear, &c.

The goddess of wisdom begg'd leave to be heard,

As she hoped that old Ireland would be on her guard;

All P ys G s, and monsters disband,

That brought such destruction on this happy land :

Make Verner your choice, for I vow he is mine,

And with wreaths of true Orange your brows he'll

entwine.

Without fear, without fear, &c.

Jolly Bacchus called out in the midst of the throng,

I'll give you a bumper, a toast and a song ;

By my Godship I'm pleas'd that such mortals are found,
That will fight for their King, and keep Rebels down.

Then drink offmy heroes, and loud let us sing,

May our country be happy, and long live our King.

Without fear, without fear, &c.
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STgranng.

TUNE " Vicar of Bray/'

"When James, assuming right from God,
Enslaved this free-born nation,

His sceptre was an Iron rod,

His reign a visitation ;

High churchmen cry'd,
"
Obey, obey,

"Let none resist a crown'd head ;

<; He who gainsays what tyrants say,
" Is a rebellious round-head."

\

Then let us sing, while echoes ring

The glorious revolution ;

Your voices raise to William's praise,

Who sav'd the constitution.

The Bible was no longer read,

But tales of sinners sainted ;

The gods adored, were gods of bread,

And sign-posts carved and painted ;

Their priests and monks, with cawls and ropes,

Arriv'd here without number ;

With racks and daggers bless'd by popes,

And loads of holy lumber.

Then let us sing, &c.

Our trade abroad, our wealth at home;

And all things worth desiring,

Were sacrificed to France and Rome,

While Britons lay expiring ;
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The monarch, a church-ridden ass,

Did whatever priests suggested,

And trotted day by day to mass,

The slave of slaves detested.

Then let us sing, &c.

By cruel Popish politics,

Were Protestants affrighted,

When to convert poor heretics,

New Smithfield fires were lighted ;

But hope soon sprung out of despair,

So Providence commanded
;

Our fears were all dispers'd in air

When God-like William landed,

Then let us sing, &c.

Our church and state shook offthe yoke,
And lawless power was banish'd ;

The snares of priestcraft too were broke,
And superstition vanished :

The tyrantwith his blackguards fled,

By flight their guilt confessing;
To beg off France their daily bread,
Of Rome a worthless blessing.

Then let us sing, &c,

From all who dare to tyrannize,

May heaven still defend us ;

And should another James arise.

Another William send us :
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May kings like George for ever reign,

With highest worth distinguish'd ;

But those who would our annals stain,

May they be quite extinguish'd.

Then let us sing, &c.

(Ecnma of range.

TUNE " Lillibullero."

The genius of Orange long smouldering lay

'Mongst honest fellows, on banks of the Bann ;

Who early foresaw, that nought they could say,

Would alter the base republican plan :

While Papist slaves,

By priests and knaves,

Were taught 'twas a crime to let heretics live ;

When murder and slaughter

Were preached'd from the altar,

Twas time for the Delzos' * defence to contrive.

Each neighbour consulted his Protestant friend,

How best to oppose this priest-ridden crew ;

On their own plan 'twas agreed in the end,

That Union alone the business would do ;

Union, Union,

Happy Union,

Your King and your Country from traitors defend;-

Let no perj ur'd savage,

Our dear country ravage,

Tho' the Irish Directry should give the command.

* A nickname given by Rebels to Orangemen.
E
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The shade of great Nassau pleas'd with their zeal,

Inspir'd John Claudius, the plan to support ;

Straight to the Loyalists he doth appeal,

Who to his standard in legions resort ;

Legions, legions,

Orange legions,

Attend the glad summons by day or by night ;

The black capes and croppies,

And all such false rappies,

At the sight of the Orange run off in a fright.

Protestants all, view Equality's group,
Who were to give laws to this happy land ;

Horish the sweep, with Lord Edward the dupe,
Arthur NO honour and the news-hawker Bland ;

Shall we, shall we,

E'er live to see

Such wretches as these who each other deceive,
Succeed in their scheming, -

Of which they were dreaming ?

No, no, my dear brothers, our country we'll save.

Let's now my brave boys the jolly cup fill,

To that protector of the Orange cause,
John Claudius Beresford fill as you will,
He ever defended your Protestant laws :

Traitor for pay,

No man can say,
Was ever attach'd to the Beresford name ;

From field or the senate

He ne'er hid a minute
Would to felse patriots we could say the same.
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Cije JHot of

Stand firm together ! men of truth !

Throughout the land in strength combining,

And with the "
might of men" stand forth,

Our hearts and hands in love entwining.

Should Britain hold the truth supreme,

And we be called on to defend her,

Our blood shall flow with ever stream

E'er we our lovely isle surrender.

The vassals of a foreign slave

Have all our blood-bought rights invaded,

Our nation sunk in thraldom's grave,

And all its pristine glory faded !

Burns in your breasts our fathers' pride ?

Their voice was like a roar of thunder ;

They toil'd, and wept, and bled, and died,

And tore th' enslaving chains asunder.

Oh ! with the chains our fathers burst

Those tyrants now would fondly bind us
;

But ne'er beneath the yoke that curst

And blights our native land they'll find us !

The despot's laws let slaves obey ;

Of freemen's sons who could command it ?

Or bow before the tyrant's sway

Oh, where's the wretch that dare demand it ?

By Berry's walls on Aughrim's plains !

'Twas there the noble ranks assembled ;

No coward heart their mem'ry stains ;

No spirit faltered, fell, or trembled !

2
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When eall'd to tread the battle-field,

Their sons, with hearts and courage bolder

Oh ! 'tis their fathers' power to wield,

Or with their fathers' bones to moulder !

The blood of martyrs fires your veins !

In freedom's cause your swords unsheathed !

To wipe away the blot that stains

The land our fathers' blood bequeathed ;

To win the rights, oh, luckless hour !

Of which perfidious Home bereaved us ;

To break the haughty tyrant's power,

And crush the traitors who deceived us !

Stand firm together ! men of truth !

Though weak and few may be the number ;

Gird on your loins the strength of youth
Not idly at your posts to slumber !

Should Britain hold the truth supreme,
And we be called on to defend her,

Our blood shall flow with every stream,
E'er we our lovely isle surrender !

to. Protestants.

AIR,-" Wooed and Married and a' ".

Make ready each true Orange brother,
To fight in the Protestant cause,

In loyalty stand by eadi other,

Support both the Queen and our laws.
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Tho' times appear somewhat alarming .

Tho' battle and murder draw near

Tho' rebels are everywhere arming,

An Orange heart never knows fear.

CHORUS:

Rifles and pikes and all,

Pikes and rifles and all
;

We'll drive them straight into the deep,

Their rifles and pikes and all.

In Ulster we're quiet and steady,

Though traitors and rebels may rave,

The Orangemen always are ready.

In Ulster, the land of the brave.

We dread not the merciless foemen

Let Irish and Frenchmen combine ;

We'll shew them our brave Orange Yeomen

Can act as their fathers "
Lang syne."

CHORUS :

Irish and French and all,

French and Irish and all
;

We're ready to fight and to conquer,

The Irish and French and all.

The cowardly "Confederation,"

Who bluster so much about "
war,"

And Erin a "
glorious free nation,"

Can't shew for their country a scar :

Invincible heroes on paper,

A pen, all the steel they can wield,

Their "
physical force" is a vapour,

They dare not appear in the field.
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CHORUS I

Mitchell and Meagher and all

Heather and Mitchell and all
;

We dread not the pikes and the rifles

Of Mitchell and Meagher, and all.

Armagh men are ready for action,

And Monaghan's second to none ;

Fermanagh dreads no Popish faction

The pride of the north, is Tyrone.

Old Derry was still the defender

Of Protestant principles true,

Her sons boldly cried,
" No surrender,"

And hoisted the Orange and Blue.

CHOIIUS :

Country and Queen and all,

Queen and country and all,

In Ulster we're ready to die for

Our country and Queen and all.

130o&etu

TUNE '

Siege of Bellisle."

From Holland the Eagles of France are all fled,

And the Orange of Nassau replac'd in their stead ;

So we trust our good neighbours bought wisdom may
learn,

Their Friends and Allies, from their foes to discern.

Then advance in full chorus, my brave Orangemen,
The French we did beat, and we'll beat them again.
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In the Hollanders' cause we as cordially join,

As they did in ours on the banks of the Boyne ;

When under Great William, in one common league,

We planted an Orange tree fresh from the Hague.

Then advance in full chorus, my brave Orangemen,

May that Orange tree flourish for ever. Amen.

With their bloodour brave ancestors moistened its root,

And from thence the rich flavour we taste in its fruit ;

With ours, we will also repel each invader,

When the law is our guide, and a Brunswick our leader.

So advance in full chorus, my brave Orangemen,

Our foes we did beat, and we'll beat them again.

Here under its ample and wide spreading shade,

Our vows shall to loyalty, ever be paid ;

It is now in full growth as well as full bearing,

The glory, the pride, and the boast of green Erin.

So advance in full chorus, my brave Orangemen,

Our foes we did beat, an.d we'll beat them again.

There it prospers without any labour or toil,

Agrees with the clime, and unites with the soil.

And long shall its verdure ramain in full force,

So long as Great William shall keep on his horse.

Then advance in full chorus, my brave Orangemen,

Our foes we did beat, and we'll beat them again.

And long shall the Hero, our champion be seen,

Bestriding that horse to adorn College-green ;

In Orange and Purple superbly array'd,

While he smiles at his boys, while they join at parade.

And in their full chorus, so cheerful advance,

The pride of green Erin, and terror of France.
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He views us as foes to no party whatever,

Who seek not the Lion from the Harp to dissever ;

The supporters of Law to keep rebels down,

And to prove ourselves loyal staunch
friends to the crown.

As brave Orangemen, who advance in full chorus,

And drive all the foes of our country before us,

So let these all know who against us petition,

Their impotent malice we hold in derision ;

No wonder that while their meek parliament sits,

That we frighten thd upstarts out of their wits.

While in a full chorus we pray for success,

To the manly and spirited Deny Address.

Now to put to due shame, all affected vexation,

We report as at large, in our first declaration,

That if men will be loyal and true to the Laws,

Under one gracious King and in one noble cause,

Till our globe is dissolved and mortality ends,

We'll advance in full chorus, and hailthem as friends.

3Tfj boice of Britain.

TUNE Hearts of Oak.H

Away, my brave boys, haste away to the shore,

Our foes, the vile French, boast they're straight com-

ing o'er,

To murder and plunder, and ravish and burn

Let them come we'll take care they shall never return :

For around the white Cliffs, hark ! the notes loudly
ring,

Brave Britons are ready,

Steady, boys, steady,
To fight for Old England, our laws and our king.
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They knew that united, we, sons of the waves,
Would ne'er bow to Frenchmen, nor grovel like slaves ;

So before they durst venture to touch on our strand,

They strove with sedition to poison our land.

But around the white Cliffs, now the notes loudly

ring, &c.

They swore we were slaves, were all lost and undone,
That a Jacobin nostrum as sure as a gun,
Would make us all equal, and happy, and free :

'Twas only to dance round their Liberty's Tree.

No, no, round our Cliffs, let the notes loudly, &c.

But their note is now chang'd, and they threaten to pour
Their hosts on our land, to lay waste and devour

;

To drench our fair fields and our cities in gore,

Nor cease to destroy till Old England's no more.

Let them come if they dare hark ! the notes, &c.

My sweet rosy Nan is a true English wife,

And loves her dear Dick as she loves her own life ;

Yet she ties on my knapsack, and smiles while I go
To meet the proud French, and to lay their heads low.

And ch aunts round the Cliffs, let the notes, &c.

And Ned, my brave boy, with a true English heart,

Has entirely forsaken his plough and his cart;

His farm he has quitted to dig in a trench,

And all for the sake of a cut at the French.

While he sings all day long, let the notes loudly, &c.
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Away, then, my boys, haste away to the shore,

Our foes, the vile French, boast they're straight com-

ing o'er,

To murder, and plunder, and ravish, and burn

They may come but, by G ! they shall never return,

For around the white Cliffs, hark ! the notes &c.

Plarfc t&e ffim%

FOR THE FOURTH OF NOVEMBER.

Hark ! the merry bells are going,

Brethren, hail the glorious day,
With hand and heart, and glasses flowing,

Drink the glorious memory.

To you, this day, a King was given,
The chain of slavery he broke,

Ordain'd by God, and sent from Heaven,
To free us from the tyrant's yoke.

Ye faithful sons, then bless the hour,
The happy hour that gave him birth,

Adore the great Almighty Power,
And with

thanksgivings fill the earth.
'

Rejoice .'rejoice! by love excited,
The Orange flag triumphant wave,

And drink with hand and heart united,
WILLIAM the great ! the good ! the 'brave !
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&{je Jourtfj of Ncfcemfcer.

AIE " La belle Catherine."

Come let us all be gay,

Welcome in this happy day,

Strike up each Orange lay,

In merry chorus join ;

We ne'er know,

Grief or woe,

Praise to him who made us so ;

Our cause is good,

For it he stood,

And bravely fought at Boyne,

Come let us all be gay, &c.

We all should bless this morn,

William on this day was born,

Who cares for Papist scorn

No Orangeman I'll swear
;

Guilt's their lot,

Let them plot,

But they'll shun our Orange shot ;

From such fun,

The traitors run,

Like cowards in despair,

Come let us all be gay, &c

Let us with hearts and hands,

Join in friendship's strictest bands,

Priests' wield their magic wands,

In spite of heaven's law,
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Let them frown,

On each clown,

Who their murders dare disown
;

Here at will,

Our glasses fill,

And toast the great Nassau.

Come let us all be gay, &c.

jfiftfj of Hofcemfcer.

TUNE. "Lillibullero."

Let the fifth of November ne'er be forgot,

When Heaven espoused the Protestant cause
;

Gustavus Adolphus, the Gunpowder Plot,

And Frederick's victory over SouLoise.

Praised, praised, Heav'n be praised I

That we have seen the day that is come,
To shake the foundations

Of three potent nations,

That quake at the sound of a Protestant drum,

Great Frederick was roused to make his defence,
While Europe, in secret, his ruin design'd ;

Hungary, Russia, Germany, France,
Swore Protestants all should be sacrific'd.

Danger, danger, imminent danger !

Threaten'd to ruin the best of mankind
;

Drums sounded to battle,

Where cannon did rattle,
And Protestant boys advanc'd to the line.
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le legion advanced, with banners displayed,

Wing, rere, and van, for many a mile ;

The Prussians, of numbers who ne'er were afraid,

Stood cock'd ready in rank and in
file,

At the word of command, to see them fall on,

O, Heav'n 1 was ever such fire and smoke.

With blows upon helmets.

That cracked them like walnuts

The North-pole echo'd at ev'ry stroke.

When Lewis of France he heard his troops run,

He attempted to speak but found he was dumb,
te made signs for champaign, to quicken his veins,

And then cried out with loosened tongue,

Wonder, wonder! nothing but wonder,

Could have forced my Irish brigade,

Or make my Gens des Amies

To shrink at alarms,

Or shew their backsides to these Prussian blades.

len Mary of Hungaiy, heard of the news,

Her legions were beat, and dare not be seen,

girdle gave way before she could say,

Get me some drops to temper this spleen.

Vapours, vapours ! hysteric vapours !

Swelled her body as big as a ton
;

To ease suffocating,

With belching and blowing,

Her voice it did roar like Great Frederick's drum.

lews came to the Pope that the Germans were broke?

Just as he was sitting down to his tea ;

[e let fall cup and saucer, which cost a piaster,

And cried, my dear cardinals, what shall I say ?

F
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Go to St. Peter, or send him a letter,

And tell him, if ever he loved me to run ;

And if he don't come soon,

To send good St. Dustan,

To beat out the head of this Frederick's drum.

These Protestants sure are in league with the devil,

Or whence should all those victories come !

The prayers of the mass are falling apace,

And heaven itselfcontending with Rome ;

Water, water ! more holy water !

To sprinkle my Catholics every one ;

And get us more crosses,

To make up our losses,

And relics to match the Protestant drum.

You are all told of a general array,

To be summoned by sound of a trumpet, to come
With terrible tone from Babel to Rome ;

'Twill strike you with terror, like Frederick's drum.

Awake, awake ! and see the day break,
When the prayers of the Pope cannot save Rome j

You'd better reform,
For fear of a storm.

Or dread what still follows the Protestant drum.

risfj Ecgaltg anfo Courage,

TUNE. " And are you sure the news is true.

And are you sure the news is true,

Again the tale relate,

How Ireland's sons have join'd in arms,
To fight for King and State.
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O ! many thousand warlike youths,

Will then in arms appear,

Guarded by them, we have no cause

Our treacherous foes to fear.

CHORUS.

Then let us fill a bumper full*

To all the gallant train ;

When Ireland's sons are doom'd to fight,

They ne'er will fight in vain.

In former times, Hibernian youths
The force of Rome repell'd ;

Whose conquering nionarchs, in those dayi,

The crowns of Europe held.

Shall then the sons of France pretend

With Ireland's sons to vie ?

If they suppose they're better men,

Why let them land and try.

Then let us fill, &c.

1

If Ireland's sons are firm and true,

And by each other stand,

No foreign foe will venture then

To stain our native land ;

Or, if they should assail our coasts,

Impell'd by want and need,

When Irish banners are display'd,

They'll fly from thence with speed.

Then let us fill, &c.
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The King, our noble father ii

The Queen, our mother dear

The Princes, brother soldiers are

Whom we shall all revere :

"We'll them defend, with might and main,

Against all sorts of foes,

Should they come arm'd to fight like men,

Or aim their treacherous blows.

Then let us fill, &c.

o'er tfje Han& foitfj fceatilg

TUNE "Maggy Lawder"

Wide o'er the land, with deadly blast,

Rebellion's trump is blown, sir ;

Fair peace is fled, and in her stead

Frowns horror on his throne, sir*

By factions torn, poor Erin mourns

Her best, her bravest sons, ir ;

And in these days seems to retrace

The scenes of forty one, sir.

See here, beneath the assassin's knife,,

Falls Hamilton the good, sir,

There Knipe and Butler, loyal souls,

Lie welt'ring in their blood, sir.

Now Orangemen both great and small,

Rouse ev'ry spark within you !

St. George's call inspire you all,

And brace each manly sinew.
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Lamented shades ! be mine the task,

Your merits to unfold, sir,

And fan the shame of just revenge,

In ev'ry loyal soul, sir.

Illustrious in our bosoms reign,

Each loyal heart enraging,

And lead us on, with traitors all

Eternal warfare waging.

'Tis done : the sun of glory comes :

Rebellion's mists are clearing ;

Loud thunders roll from pole to pole,

The Orange flag is rearing.

Oh ! may it still triumphant stand,

And treason melt before it
;

And thronging myriads, crowding round,

For ages still adore it,

Bright, as when o'er the ensanguined stream

Its waving honours shone, sir,

I see it rise, and proudly grace

Imperial George's throne, sir.

Delighted, Erin hails the day,

Her chiefcst glory hence is,

And pours through all her sons this strain

In hoc signo vinces.

,

" There is nae luck about this house
" While Colin is awa."

Fear not, my Peggy, stormy winds,

Nor dread th' exulting foe,

'Tis honour calls, my King commands,
And Colin now must go.
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He goes, but soon shall come again,

Enriched with spoils and fame ;

Xay, dry these tears, my bonny lass,

To weep it were a shame.

CJKORUS :

The Anchor's weigh'd,

The Crew's on board,

Our conq'ring flag unfurled,

And England's Glory
Still shall be

The wonder of the world,

Our gracious Prince, with one accord,
We'll join with heart and hand,

To nerve his arm, whose gentle sway,
Protects this happy land.

With filial love, and duty join'd

His cause we will defend,
For Europe finds, and owns in him,
A Father and a Friend.

The Anchor's weigh'd, &c.

Where'er from coast to coast we sail,

Our praises fly before,

And British valour is renown'd
From Ind' to Afric's shore :

We shun no toil no danger dread
No vain alarms we feel,

Nor prize our lives, but as they may
Promote our

country's weal.

The Anchor's weigh'd, &c.



ORANGE SONGS. 67

We've rescued Spain invaded France-

At Leipsic raised a flame,

Where babes unborn, as years advance,

Shall bless the British name
;

Then here's to Stewart, in Court or Camp,
Or wheresoe'er he roam,

For those who fight for us abroad

Should be revered at home.

The Anchor's weigh'd, &c.

From Holland, 'tis remember'd yet,

Our Great King William came :

To Holland now to pay the debt,

We go with Conq'ring Grame.

Barrossa's field his deeds reports,

Sebastian owns his fame,

And Frenchmen, buried in Belgian forts,

Shall find him still the same.

The Anchor's weighed, &c.

Then, fear not, Peggy from the mast

The signals wave in air,

The Boatswain pipes all hands on deck,

And Colin is not there.

My bonny lass, I love tfcee well,

But love my honour more ;

In haste he kissed her blushing cheek,

The boat forsook the shore.

The Anchor's weigh'd, &c.

And Peggy wiped the pearly drops

From eyes as black as sloes,

May Heav'n protect my Colin's life,

She cried, where'er he goes ;
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For Heaven can turn the balls aside

When danger hovers near,

And, trusting in its guardian care,

I'll banish ev'ry fear.

Yet gladly shall I see again

Our conq'ring flag unfurl'd,

And hail our glorious fleet returned,

The wonder of the world.

Behold ! the crimson banners float,

O'er yonder turrets hoary !

They tell of days of dauntless note,

And Berry's dauntless glory ;

When her brave sons undaunted stood,

Embattled to defend her,

Indignant stemmed oppression's flood,

And sung out " No Surrender."

Old Berry's walls were firm and strong,
Well fenced in every quarter,

Each frowning bastion grim, along,
With culverin artd mortar :

But Derry had a surer guard,
Than all that art could lend her,

Her 'prentice hearts the gates who barred,
And sung out No Surrender."

On came the foe in bigot ire,

And fierce the assault was given ;

By shot and shell, 'mid streams of fire,

Her fated roof was riven.
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But baffled was the tyrant's wrath,

And vain his hopes to bend her,

For still, 'mid famine, fire, and death,

She sung out " No Surrender."

Again when treason maddened round

And rebel hordes were swarming,
Were Berry's sons the foremost found,

For king and country arming :

Forth they rushed at honour's call,

From age to boyhood tender,

Again to man their virgin wall,

And sing out " No Surrender,"

Long may the crimson banner wave,

A meteor streaming airy,

Portentous of the free and brave,

Who guard the gates of Berry.

And Berry's sons alike defy,

Pope, traitor, or pretender,

And peal to heaven their 'prentice cry,

Their patriot
rt No Surrender."

for tfjc

TUNE " There was a jolly miller once.

A brave and jolly yeoman long

Lived on the river Foyle,

When work was throng, a simple song

Beguiled his daily toil ;
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And still the burthen of his song,

For ever used to be,

My king, though all the world goes wrong,
Shall find a friend in me.

In ninety-eight, when Erin's state

Was bad as bad could be ;

When rebels rose, and England's foes,

Cried loud for liberty ;

The yeoman then, while other men
Shook in their shoes for fear,

Undaunted stood and shed his blood,

Triumphant through the year,

And still the burthen, &c.

Oh where ! oh where ! while dull despair
Was stalking through the land,

Were all the prigs, the brainless whigs,
Who now assume command ?

Some quailed at home, some fought for Rome,
And others ran away ;

While yeomen brave, the land to save,

Fought on, and gained the day.
And still the burthen of their song, &c.

And as the gallant yeoman then

Stood forward for the throne,
With loyal men he'll stand again,
And slavery disown.
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For truth and right undaunted fight,

While traitors bite the ground ;

To England's laws, and William's cause,

For ever faithful found.

And still the burthen of his soag,

For evermore shall be,

My king, though all the world goes wrong,
Shall find a friend in me.

to t!je Constitution,

TUNE "Boyne Water."

March on, brave boys, make good your ground,
Let all your sprightly trumpets sound,

To arms, and then we will confound

Those foes to the Revolution,

Great Mars, the monarch of the field,

In shining pomp with sword and shield,

Shall lead us on, and make them yield,

To the glorious Revolution,

Our rattling guns like peals of thunder,

Shall fill the foe with fear and wonder,

And keep the Pope and devil under,

And support the Constitution.

May Britain's sons the battle try,

To make those tim'rous bugbears fly ;

Then let each loyal subject cry,
" Success to the Constitution."
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Long live Victoria may she still reign

To curb the pride of France and Spain,

And with her conquering sword maintain,

The glorious Constitution.

Wit foant tier

TUNE Sprig of Shellelah."

Ye brave loyal heroes who honour the Queen,

See the thistle, the rose, and tne Shamrock so green.

Twined firmly together despite
" the repeal ;"

Base traitors may preach up sedition and strife,

And demagogues cry out for " war to the knife :"

They may try to dissever the shamrock and rose,

But remember such men are Hibernia's worst foes.

We want no republic, we'll have no repeal.

Fair liberty, England has built thee a throne,

The laws of our country thro' Europe are known.

We want no republic, we'll have no repeal !

The volatile Frenchmen may banish their king,
And the Prussians concessions from Frederick may

wring,

But Britain was first in the work of reform,
She freely bestow'd what the French took by storm,
We want no republic, we'll have no repeal.

Ever dear to our hearts, chiefest blessing of Heaven,
Is the freedom we have in the land that we live in.

We want no republic, we'll have no repeal !
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To gain us this freedom our ancestors bled.

And we swear by the blood which our forefathers shed,

To fight to the last in fair liberty's cause,

And guard our religion, our Queen, and our laws :

We want no republic, we'll have no repeal.

Should France e'er attempt, or by fraud or by guile,

Her forces to land on our emerald isle,

To form a republic and force the repeal !

"We'll show to the world that we'll never be slaves,

And the French shall possess our green fields for their

graves.

Should the torrent of war ever burst on our land,

For our Queen and the union 'till death firm we'll stand
?

We want no republic, we'll have no repeal.

1st Am "
Sailor's Journal."

Attend, my friends, to what I say,

The story's true and well worth telling ;

It was on the twenty-third of May,
That Ireland's foes rose in rebellion :

United villains long combin'd,

In murd'rous plots, with hidden arms,

Our country's ruin they design'd,

But Providence kept us from harm.

2d AIR Black Joke."

Fathers Murphy and Roach call'd those people together,

Bid them haste to the camp, as theynow had fine weather,

To learn the use of the murd'rous pike :

G
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Make haste, boys, your fortunes you'll make in a jiffey,

You shall have all the lands from theBoyne to the Liffey,

Set in case, that as how, you rob, murder and plunder,

And shew them we'll keep all damn'd Heretics under,

And welcome the French with fraternal embrace.

3d AIR" Heaving the Lead."

Great groups of wretches soon appear,

Their horrid murders soon began,
The tender wife, and infant dear,

Were slaughter'd by their hellish hands :

In vain did each for mercy plead,

With horrid yell the Crops did cry,

By our pikes die !

By our pikes die !

In vain did each for mercy plead,

With horrid yell the Crops did cry,

By our pikes die !

4th AIR_<< Norah Keena."

CHORUS :

Sing hurra, Phiticush, my Norah Keena,
Make me your king, and Norah queena ;

Then under a hedge, or field that's greena,
How I'll towsel and kiss my Norah Keena !

5th AIR "Over the Hills."

Off then march'd this rebelly crew,
Without breeches, stockings, shirt or shoe

;

O'er barren mountains, shaking bogs,
To starve in swamps, like stinking hogs,
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But when the sound of royal drum

Assails their ears, like rats they run ;

Nor mind Priest Roach, who halts to pray,

But fly o'er hills and far away.

6th AIR" Katty Flanagan."

Arrah, stop all you fools, arrah stop, I desire,

'Tis Father Murphy bids you stop, who disregards their

fire.

You see, their cannon and their guns I value not a pin ;

Let them fire away, for I'm a Saint,

Let them fire away, for I'm a Saint,

Their balls can't pierce my skin.

7th AIR "
Croppies lie down."

Then quick from his pockets some bullets he drew,

To shew to his Croppies what he said was true
;

See here how they're flatten'd and bruis'd on all sides,

Where they hopp'd with such force onmy Catholic hide :

But just as he spoke, a true Heretic shot

Drove a ballthrough his body, and down the Saintdropt!

He fell down, down, poor Murphy fell down !

To see him lie dead, set the boys in a fright,

And, like scare-crows and vultures, they all took to

flight ;

Each swearing old Murphy had humbug'd them nice,

As they ne'er would be rebels but through his advice ;

Whilst others cry'd out, let Priest Roach lead the way !

But, alas! he was taken, and hang'd the same day,

But they're all down, the Croppies are down !

2
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8 tli AIR "
Peggy Bawn."

Arrah boys, I am your old school-master, now attend

to what I say,

Take your hooks and cut the corn, take your scythes

and cut the hay ;

Give up your pikes Avhere'er they be, and return unto

your farm,

There's mercy now for you all you see, so secure your-'

selves from harm.

9th AIR " Cameronian Beel."

Arrah husht, you fool, hold your tongue,
Sure we mean.to get protections,

For though we have such murders done,

They dare not make objections ;

Ogh, Corney Wallis is the man,
Arrah Paddy, match him if you can ;

P>y my soul, he fix'd a Murnough plan,
For our oath to them is but a sham.

Then bouldly let them swear

That we're sincere,

But never fear,

We'll find a day to match them.

10th AIR, Lillebullero."

Arrah, boys now success the day is our own,
Our friends are all landed at Killala-bay ;

You see the Convention and sweet .Mr. Rowan,
Has now kept their promise, tho' they're far away,
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Water, water, great pitchers of water.

Bring none but what's holy to sprinkle our friend ;

Tho' their looks are so meagre, you see they are

eager,

Our King to dethrone, and our country to rend.

llth AIR "Rule Britannia."

Haste, haste, Hibernia, your yeomen all advance,

And the French shall see that we can fight on land as

well as sea.

Rouse, Hibernia ! Hibernia, rouse, and sing,

Prosperity attend our Isle, and may
GOD SAVE THE

Nefo IBogne OTater.

" The Boyne."

While vanquished Erin weeps beside,

The Boyne's triumphant river,

The guardian spirits of its tide,

This lesson still shall give her
;

In vain you speed your vengeful darts,

Though poisoned gall is on them,

For God (who shields his faithful hearts,)

Shall grant us still to shun them.

Oh ! long shall Erin weep in vain,

As time so oft has taught her,

Though ceaseless she returns again,

And hovers on that water,
3
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And sends with rancoured poisoned breath

Her shafts of defamation ;

Still fraught with vengeance, hate and death,

As emblems of her station.

Each year as vanquished, she shall mourn,

By that immortal river,

Its faithful guardians still return,

This bitter draught to give her

Propitious shine, ye powers of good
And crown this day for ever

;

And may the Boyne's triumphant flood

Resign its glory never.

Then proudly flow till time is o'er,

And sacred be thy water ;

For freedom gilds thy favored shore,

And dearly have we bought her ;

And while her bright and glorious ray
Shall beam on us for ever,

The hearts that she has linked this day,

No fate or time shall sever.

Hmg Militant.

To William, wise, the good and great,

Old Europe owes a mighty debt ;

Queen Bess maintained the reformation,

But Nassau settled its foundation.

From France's yoke and Rome's false creed,

The Hollanders by him were freed,

And Britain's Isles by him were saved,

From bigots cruel and depraved.
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To him the Pope's weak minion owes

A blessing which he little knows,

Or now forgets, from terror freed,

The privilege to change his creed.

A liberty by thousands taken,

Who fraud and error have forsaken,

O'er Thomond's fields, O'Bryan's race

Thinks Popery a foul disgrace.

O'Neil once deemed the Pope's right hand,

In True Blue Ranks holds high command,

O'Sheridans in Cavan famed,

The popish creed have long disclaimed,

Of bulls and beads, and mass ashamed.

An hundred years ago, O'Donnell

Renounced the Beast, in old Tyrconnell,

M'Mahon's race in fruitful Clare
,

Abhor Priestcraft and latin prayer,

Fitzgibbons on fair Limerick's plain,

The Monks and Masshouses disdain,

The Rourks in Mayo once renowned,

Among high Protestants are found.

Clanrickard's Marquess in Galway own

No fealty, but to England's throne ;

To "William's sword, as all men know,

The " Habeas Corpus" act we owe.

Our thanks to him we may express,

For all the freedom of our press,

The lawyer, too, who now delights,

In William's boon the bill of rights.
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Free from the bailiff. Dun, and setter,

The Sabbath day he gave the debtor ;

His deeds by Addison were sung,

And gallant Wellesly, too, when young,

His harp in William's praises strung.

Then let us cherish, wise and free,

King William s glorious Memory,
And never may that man grow older,

Who flings the bumper over his shoulder.

Cfje range auto Blue.

TUNE " Bonnet so Blue."

Great Nassau, O look from thy cloud down,

See the neck of Rebellion how bowed down,

That late in ambition so proud grown.
Would trample the Orange so true

;

In vain now each bloody defender,

In the dark may his treasons engender,

As the night from the sun's rising splendour,

They shrink from the Orange and Blue.

Victoria on her throne now reposing,

While Crowns all around are deposing,

Need not fear, on the coast though the foe's seen,

While she fosters the Orange so true ;

Our fathers in blood and confusion

Erected our good constitution,

We'll defend it with like resolution,

Or die for the Orange and Blue.
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Sires of TOlliam's (Eforious Ifofgn.

TUNE "Eule Britannia."

Genius of Erin's emerald isle,

In all thy ancient glory rise !

And teach thy sons at death to smile,

While this proud strain ascends the skies :

"
Sires of William's glorious reign,

"
Triumph in your sons again !"

Awake true sons of Erin, wake,
Attend your King and Country's call !

Beneath your bands shall treason shake,

Beneath your arms shall treason fall !

" Sires of William's glorious reign,
" In their sons, shall fight again."

Hark down the Boyne's immortal flood,

Flows this sublime triumphant sound,

Where, like yon column, firm they stood,

Till victory's self their virtue crowned :

" Sires of William's glorious reign,
" Bid their sons their rights maintain."

Hark ! how from Aughrim's blood-stained field

Stained with the blood that warms your heart

The shades of those who ne'er could yield,

Thus prompt the Patriot's awful part :

'
Sires of William's glorious reign,

" Trust their sons to guard this plain."
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And, hark ! from Berry's sacred wall,

That spurned the tyrant at their feet,

A guardian voice inspiring calls,

And Derry's sons the strains repeat,

" Sires of William's glorious reign,
" Guard in us, these walls again."

Again shall Enniskillen pour

Her heroes, for their rights to die
;

Before them, as in days of yore,

Shall traitors, tyrants, Frenchmen, fly.

"
Sires of William's glorious reign,

*'

Fought not for their sons in vain."

The men of Erin catch the flame,

The spirit of the Isle's abroad ;

They pant to share their fathers' fame,

Like them, in war or death unawed
;

" Sires of William's glorious reign.
" Ne'er can call their sons in vain."

The night is gathering gloomily, the day is closing fast,

The tempest flaps his raven wings in loud and angry
blast ;

The thunder-clouds are driving athwart the lurid sky,

But,
"
put your trust in God, my boys, and keep your

powder dry."
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There was a day when loyalty was hailed with honour

due,

Our banner the protection waved to all the good and

true,

And gallant hearts beneath its folds were linked in ho-

nour's tie,

We put our trust in God, my boys, and kept our pow-
der dry.

When treason bared her bloody arm, and maddened

round the land,

For king, and laws, and order fair, we drew the ready
brand ;

Our gathering spell was William's name, our word was
'

" Do or die,"

And still we put our trust in God, and kept our pow-
der dry.

But now, alas ! a wondrous change has come the na-

tion o'er,

And worth and gallant services remembered are no more

And crushed beneath oppression's weight, in chains of

grief we lie,

But put your trust in God, my boys, and keep your

powder dry.

Forth start the spawn of treason, the 'scaped of ninety-

eight,

To bask in courtly favour, and seize the helm of state ;

E'en they whose hands are reeking yet with murder's

crimson dye
But put your trust in God, my boys, and keep your

powder dry.
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They come, whose deeds incarnadined the Slaney's

silver wave,

They come, who to the foreign foe the hail of welcome

gave ;

He comes, the open rebel fierce, he conies, the Jesuit sly;

But put your trust in God, my boys, and keep your

powder dry.

They come, whose counsels wrapped the land in foul

rebellious name,

Their hearts unchastened by remorse, their cheeks un-

tinged by shame :

Be still, be still, indignant heart, be tearless, too, each

eye,

And put your trust in God, my boys, and keep your

powder dry.

The Power that led his chosen, by pillared cloud and

flame,

Through parted sea, and desert waste, that Power is

still the same :

He fails not; He, the loyal hearts that firm on Him rely

So put your trust in God, my boys, and keep your

powder dry.

The Power that nerved the stalwart arms of Gideon's \

chosen few,

The Power that led great William, Boyne's. reddening ;

torrent through,

In His protecting aid confide, and every foe defy,
Then put your trust in God, my boys, and keep your I

powder dry.
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Already see the star of hope emits its orient blaze,

The cheering beacon of relief it glimmers through the

haze ;

It tells of better days to come, it tells of succour nigh,

Then put your trust in God, my boys, and keep your

powder dry.

See, see along the hills of Down its rising glories spread,

But brightest beams its radiance from Donard's lofty

head ;*

Clanbrassil's vales are kindling wide, and " Roden" is

the cry,

Then put your trust in God, my boys, and keep your

powder dry.

Then cheer ye, hearts of loyalty, nor sink in dark despair,

Our banner shall again unfold its glories to the air ;

The storm that raves the wildest, the soonest passes by;
Then put your trust in God, my boys, and keep your

powder dry.

For "
happy homes," for " altars free," we grasp the

ready sword,

For freedom, truth, and for our God's unmutilatedword;

These, these, the war-cry of our march, our hope the

Lord on high ;

Then put your trust in God, my boys, and keep your

powder dry.

* Lord Roden resides at the base of Slieve Donard

II
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m .Sons of Militant.

TUNE "La Belle Catherine."

Rise, sons of William, rise,

'Tis Nassau hails you from the skies
;

"Why close your slumbering eyes,

While Treason stalks around ?

Hark ! I hear,

Accents clear,

Bursting on my ravished ear ;

" To arms away,"
Methinks they say,

While drums and trumpets sound.

Rise, sons of William, rise,

<Tis Nassau hails you from the skies ;

Why close your slumbering eyes,

While Treason stalks around ?

See I from his crimson bed,

Encircled with the mighty dead,

Boyne heaves his azure head,
And gazing, turns arovnd

;

Ah ! me he cries,

What glories rise,

And crow'd upon mine aching eyes ?

Lo ! weapons gleam,
See ! banners stream,

While drums and trumpets sound.

Rise, sons of William, &c.

Strike, Erin, strike thy lyre,

Catch, oh ! catch the gen'rous fire ;

'Tis a William's deeds inspire,
Oh ! sweep the trembling strings ;
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Hark ! a shout,

No rabble rout,

The Orange boys are rushing out j

Fermanagh cheers,

Old Derry hears,

And echoes back to Boyne.

Rise, sons of William, &c.

Hail! Nassau's mighty shade,

From Heaven, oh ! deign to lend thine aid
;

Oh ! be it never said

Thy sons degen'rate were
;

Happy we,

Great and free,

If we do but follow thee ;

If thy fame,

Our souls inflame,

To equal thee in war.

Rise, sons of William, &c-

Come ! fill the bumpers round
;

Ye roofs ! the joyous notes rebound
;

Winds ! bear to Heaven the sound ;

God save great George our King !

Him befriend,

Him defend,

From open foe, from treacherous friend
;

And ever may,
Glad Erin's lay,

A Brunswick's praises sing.

Come fill the bumpers round ;

Ye roofs ! the joyous notes rebound ;

Winds ! bear to Heav'n the sound

God save great George our King.
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ge Brabe 0ns cf Britain.

Ye brave sons of Britain, whose glory hath long

Supplied to the poet proud themes for his song,

Whose deeds have for ages astonished the world,

When your standard you've hoisted, or sails have un-

France raging with shame, [furl'd ;

At your conquering fame,

Now threatens your country with slaughterand flame ;

But let them come on, boys, on sea or on shore,

We'll work them again, as we've worked them before.

Now flushed with the blood of the slaves they have slain,

These foes we still beat, swear they'll try us again ;

But the more they provoke us, the more they will see,

'Tis in vain to forge chains for a nation that's free.

All their rafts and their floats

And their flat bottom'd boats,

Shall not cram their French poison down English-
men's throats.

So let them come on, boys, on sea or on shore,

We'll work them again as we 've worked them before.

They hope, by their falsehoods, their tricks, andalarms^
To split us in factions, and weaken our arms ;

For they know British hearts, while united and true,"

No danger can frighten, no force can subdue
;

Let them try ev'ry tool,

Ev'ry[traitor and fool,

But England, old England,no Frenchman shall rule
;

So let them come on, boys, on sea or on shore,
We'll work them again, as we've work'd them before.
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How these savage invaders to man have behaved,

We see, by the countries they've robb'd and enslav'd,

Where, masking their curse with blest liberty's name,

They've starv'd them and bound them in chains and in

Then their traps they may set, [shame ;

We're aware of their net,

And in England, my hearties, no gudgeons they'll get ;

So let them come on, boys, on sea or on shore,

We'll work them again, as we've worked them before.

Ever true to our King, Constitution and Laws,

Ever just to ourselves, ever staunch to our cause,

This land of our blessings, long guarded with care,

No force shall invade, boys, no craft shall ensnare ;

United we'U fall,

Firm in heart, firm in hand,

And those we don't sink, we do over at land
;

So let them come on, boys, on sea or on shore,

We'll work them again, as we've worked them before.

range

TUNE " Green grows the Rushes, !"

And did you go to see the show, each rose and pink a

dilly, O !

feast your eyes, and view the prize, won by the

Orange Lilly, O !

Heigh ho, the lilly, O !

The royal, loyal lilly, O !

Beneath the sky

What flower can vie,

With Erin's Orange Lilly, !

3
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The Viceroy there, so debonaire, j ust like a daffadilly, O,
"With Lady Clarke, blithe as a lark, approached the

Orange Lilly, !

Heigh ho, the lilly,
! &c.

Then starting back, he cried good lack ! some say he

looked quite silly, O !

Oh ! deed of woe ! must I bestow, the prize upon the

lilly, O !

Heigh ho, &c.

Sir Charley, too, looked very blue, while laughed,
Horse Master Billy, O !

To think his EX a flower should vex^ and that an

Orange Lilly, O !

Heigh ho, &c.

A.fairer Flower, throughout the Bower, he sought but

willy nilly, !

With moistened eyes, He gave the Prize, to Erin's

Orange Lilly, O !

Heigh ho, &c.

The lowland field, may roses yield, gay heaths the

Highland hilly, O !

But high or low, no flower can show, like Erin's Orange

Lilly, O!

Heigh ho, &c.

Let Dandies fine, in Bond-street shine, gay nymphs in

Piccadilly, !

But fine or gay, must yield the day, to Erin's Orange
Lilly O !

Heigh ho, &c.
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The elated Muse, to hear the news, jump'd like a Con-

naught Filly, O !

As gossip Fame did loud proclaim; the triumph of the

Lilly !

Heigh ho, &c.

Then come brave boys, and share her joys, and toast

the health of Willy, O !

Who bravely won on Boyne's red shore, the royal

Orange Lilly O !

Heigh ho the Lilly, !

The Royal Orange Lilly, O !

Fair Freedom's flower !

May each kind power,

Protect the Orange Lilly, O !

tfje Sparkling

TUNE" When the stirring Bowl."

Fill the sparkling Goblet high,

George's cause inspires us ;

Wheel the circling bowl around,

William's mem'ry fires us.

CHORUS.

Live and love, the proverb says,

Life is but a feather ;

Sworn to love while life remains
;

We're Orangemen all together.
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The mystic tie that binds our hearts,

No ages can dissever ;

The ray divine that lights our souls

Shall beam in us for ever.

Live and love, &c.

George and William's royal names,
With glory still we crown them ;

Aut care and strife, like Pharoah's host,

In a true red sea we drown them.

Live and love, &c.

for tfje present times,

TUNE Col. VERNER" or a rose tree in full bearing."

Ye loyalists of Ireland,

Come rally round the throne,

Thro* weal or woe prepare to go,

Make England's cause your own
;

Remember your allegiance,

Be this your battle cry,
" For Protestant ascendancy,

In church and state we'll die."

CHORUS.

The glorious pious memory of William drink for aye,
Who free'd us all from popery, huzza my boys huzza !

Ye loyalists of Ireland,

Remember days by gone,
It seems to me ye soon might see

Another Forty-one !"
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In ninety-eight of later date,

Our helpless sires were slain :

Had Papists power, this very hour,

They'd do the same again.

The glorious pious memory, &c.,

Ye loyalists of Ireland,

Fro vide yourself with arms,

Then you can stand in a firm band,

Fearless of war's alarms ;

Raise the old " No Surrender" shout,

And hoist your colours high :

Your Sovereign calls, collect your balls,

And keep your powder dry.

The glorious pious memory, &c.,

Ye loyalists of Ireland,

The rebels hopes are vain

On sea and shore ye won before,

And can do so again ;

We challenge Smith O'Brien's clan,

Mitchell and all his crew

Here in the North we can bring forth,

Hearts gallant, firm, and true.

The glorious pious memory, &c.,

Ye loyalists of Ireland,

The Lord is on your side,

While He is near ye need not fear,

No evil will betide ;
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Remember Aughrim and the Boyne,
Immortal Derry too,

And how the Enniskillen men
Their foes did still subdue.

The glorious pious memory, &c.,

to |lum&cr

INSCRIBED TO OGLE R. GOWAN, ESQ., PRESIDENT, AND
THE OTHER OFFICERS OF BRANCH NUMBER ONE.

TUNE" Auld Lang Syne."

Tho' other branches be forgot,
And ne'er be thought upon ;

Tho' other branches be forgot,
We'll drink to Number One.

Success to Number One my friends,
Success to Number One ;

We'll (con amore) drink success

To our branch Number One.

Then here's a hand *
my brother true,

And thine unto it join ;

We'll prove that we are all true blue,
Who belong to Number One.

Success to Number One my friends,
Success to Number One ;

We'll prove that we are all true blue
Who belong to Number One.

* The Members all stand, and join hands, (right over left )
during the singing of this verse.
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Now here's to P.* and V. P. If too,

We'll S.
||
and T. | subjoin,

And may they e'er prove warm and true

To our branch Number One.

Success to Number One my friends,

Success to Number One ;

We'll (con amore) drink success

To our branch Number One.

1828.

on Fm
Come arouse my brave comrades let what may betide,

Our lodge room's our home and our systems our pride ;

Up up with our colours that Papists may see,

We are loyal and brave and will die or be free.

We fear not vile priestcraft, we heed not its laws

We've our Master to guide us to fight for our cause,

And never as cowards or slaves will we kneel,

While we've powder and ball and a good blade of steel !

Then arouse my brave comrades let what may betide

Our lodge room's our home and our system's our pride ;

Up up with our colours that Papists may see,

We are loyal and brave and we'll die or be free.

We are loyal &c.,

Tho' the loud voice of timeserving dupes may be heard,

What matter our flag soars aloft like a bird ;

What to us is the threat of this place-hunting train,

We have conquered before and will conquer again.

*
President ;[ Vice President ; || Secretary; f Treasurer.
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The shafts of these despots around us may fall

Theymay threat, they may boast, but they cannot appal

With Jehovah above us and union below,

Thro' the host of a Pharaoh right onward we'll go.

Then hurrah my brave comrades, our foes lie asleep,

In mem'ry of William fill high and drink deep ;

Let your banners float proudly o'er land and o'er sea

We've conquered ! we've won! now we're loyal and free.

We've conquered, &c.

o our Irfslj Protestants.

TUNE" July the First."

And do our Irish Protestants

. JTprget their former spirit,

..And: do they not their fathers' zeal

And loyalty inherit !

Oh, yes to guard Victoria's throne,

That loyal spirit rises,

And all the haughty threats of Rome
And Popery despises.

Our Orange banner waved on high,

Appals the band of treason,

In dauntless courage firm we stand

In honour, truth, and reason !

No canting knaves our loyal hearts,

Shall from our Queen dissever
;

And though they once thought to get up,
We'll keep them down for ever.
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At Orange William's godlike name,

Let Rome and Popery tremble ;

For summon'd by the magic sound

Do Protestants assemble ;

And by that glorious Orange swear,

In steadfast resolution,

With heart and hand, still to defend

Our happy Constitution.

Then, brothers, come, the chorus join

For each to each is brother
;

One Revolution to defend,

We will oppose another.

Chorus Then brothers, &c.

Eeteleti

Ye Protestants all o'er the w
Your duty's to rejoice,

To praise our God who sits on high^ <i

l

iii

With one melodious voice
;

That He has here to us on earth

Vouchsafed that precious light,

Whose beams have shone all o'er the world,

In streams both pure and bright :

That light in which there's nothing 1ml,

Where aU is bright and clear,

Which, thanks to God, our Sovereign King,

Shines brightest, clearest here.
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Not so the Papist's flick'ring kmp,
Its course is almost run

For shining near a clearer light,.

Its labours are undone.

Would they could but see that lighty

Which here in us doth reign,

They'd long to break their Papist bonds,

To snap their chains in twain.

But, no ! while superstition's night,

With priestly rule exists :

While blind adherence still retains

Its magic o'er their wits.

They ne'er will see that precious light

That light to us revealed,

For from their half-shut eyes it is

Most carefully concealed

Then is it not our duty here,

To render thanks on high,

And to His throne ofmercy still,

In humbleness all fly ?

mg Btafce

Stand round, my brave boys,
With heart and with voice,

And all in full chorus agree,

We'll fight for our Queen,
And as loyally sing,

And let the world know we'll be free.
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CHORUS.

The Rebels shall fly,

As with shouts we draw nigh,

And echo shall Victoria ring ;

Then safe from alarms,

We'll rest on our arms,

And chorus it, "Long live the Queen,

Long live the Queen,

And chorus it>
"
Long live the Queen."

With hearts firm and stout,

We'll repel the mad rout,

And follow fair Liberty's call ;

We'll rush on the foe,

And deal death in each blow,

Till conquest and honor crown all.

The Rebels, &c>

Then commerce once more,

Shall bring wealth to our shore,

And Plenty and Peace bless the isle ;

The Peasant shall quaff

Off his bowl with a laugh,

And reap the sweet fruits of his toil.

The Rebels, &c.

Kind Love shall repay

The fatigues of the day,

And melt us to softer alarms

Coy Phillis shall burn>

At her soldier's return,

And bless the brave youth in her arms.

The Rebels, &c.

2
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W& ptarfcsman.

Come all my worthy brethren

That travel this globe around,

Come list awhile till I relate

How our Order it was found,

Many is the weary step we travelPd

The wilderness all round,

Till we found the royal mark

That led to the holy ground.

From Egypt's plains we marched,
Bound to the promis'd land ;

Full forty years we traveled,

Moses had the command ;

With the rod of God he cleared the way,
The Seas back did rebound

;

And stood in heaps till we pass'd o'er.

But Pharaoh's host was drown'd.

Now we're all safe pass'd over,

Pray let us rest a while
;

And here give thanks unto our God,
Who saved us from exile

;

Who saved us from a watery grave,
Where our enemies doth lie ;

We'll all kneel down and praise our God,
Then march for Mount Sinai.

'Twas travelling thro' the wilderness,

Some of them mourn'd for bread ;

And more, for Water, cri'd aloud,

There was none to be had :
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So the Lord, to quench their thirsty souls,

From a Eock made water flow ;

And ev'ry morning, they were fed,

With Manna, white as snow.

'Twas now, while at Mount Horeb,
That Moses the Rock, did smite :

And trav'ling up for Mount Sinai,

Slew the proud Amorite
;

So when we came to Sinai's Mount,
There forty days abode ;

Then to find out the Royal Mark,
March'd for the plains of Moab.

Twelve brethren now were chosen,

To view the promis'd land
;

Who, like the dove, returned

With fruit, all in their hand.

To see the fruit CANAAN produced,

Their hearts with joy did glow ;

Then to find out the Royal Mark :

We march'd for Mount Nebo.

Here Moses, to the Mount was call'd,

His last farewell to take
;

Remember now the covenant,

You to the Lord did make ;

'Twas to pull down those wooden gods,

That are carv'd both great and small ;

And all such vain idolatry,

And the worshipers of BAAL.
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Then Joshua call'd his brethren,

And unto them did say :

" The streams of Jordan I'll divide,

Like Moses the Red Sea,

The secret first I will unfold,

Let none but a marksman know ;"

So thePass wentroundwhen theMark wasfound

That will guide you to Jericho.

Now to conclude my marksman's song,

Let us thankful be and pray ;

But keep in memory Jordan's plains,

And likewise the Red Sea ;

Take the great JEHOVAH for your guide,

Your enemies he'll subdue ;

And remember what a mighty host,

Three hundred overthrew.

Come all my worthy brethren in concert all around,

That's join'd in our social bands, our enemies to con-

found,

And I'll tell you of a secret as yet you do not know,

So if you wish to know the light, another step you'll go,

Another step you'll go>

Another step you'll go,

So if you wish to know the light, another step you'll go.

I hearing of a secret, and wished for to see,

Enquired of my brother if admitted I could be :
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And he said, my dearest brother that you soon shall

know,

If you answer me one question before that you do go,

Before that you do go,

Before that you do go,

If you answer me one question before that you do go.

Were you in darkness, or cross'd Jordan's streams ?

Or can you relate to me, what the ARK it contains ?

I answer'd him right meekly, for that I could do so,

Then he gave to me a pass word, to try if I could know,
To try if I could know,
To try if I could know,

Then he gave to me &c.

The Pass-word being rehears'd, and its cause he did

define,

Then said he would announce me to his brethren in a

Sign;
The Pass-word being rehears'd. and all was just and

right,

Straightway he then prepar'd me to see that brilliant

light,

To see that brilliant light,

To see that brilliant light,

Straightway he then preparedme &c.

I

He took me by the hand, and led me to a door,

"Where none could admitted be but those that are pure ;
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Three gentle knocks he gave, and I bended on my knee,

And the answer was, that no profanes admitted there

should be :

Admitted there should be,

Admitted there should be,

And the answer was that no profanes &c.

He's no profane, I'll answer for it, my conductor then

replied,

But a true and worthy Israelite, I have him safely tried,

He has crossed Jordan's streams, and likewise Moab's

plains,

And is willing yet to travel, all our secrets to gain,

All our secrets to gain,

All our secrets to gain,

And is willing yet to travel &c.

A door then being opened, I was admitted in,

On rugged roads Mysterious, my travels I did begin,

With my Pack upon my back my staffwas in my hand,
I travelled thro' the wilderness all o'er the desert lands,

All over desert lands,

All over desert lands,

And I travel'd tho' the wilderness &c

When I came to Mount Horeb, I could not here but

blush,

With terror great I gazed upon the brilliant burning
bush !
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Moses was the cry, and lie answered here am I,

Saying, cast the shoes from off your feet before that

you draw nigh.

Before that you draw nigh,

Before that you draw nigh,

Saying cast the shoes &c.

Now when they ask'd of me, what was that I held in

my hand,

I said it was a rod that the Lord he did command ;

Which when cast upon the ground, a serpent it became,

I was almost affrighted for to take it up again ;

For to take it up again,

For to take it up again,

I was almost affrighted &c.

And as they ask'd of me from whence I had came,

I answered and said from Midian's Plain ;

From the Plain of Midian, what were you doing there ?

I was feeding Jethro's flocks, which was all my care,

Which was all my care,

Which was all my care,

I was feeding Jethro's flocks &c.

And where are you going ? he soft to me did say,

Unto the land of Egypt, I'm now upon my way ;

Pray what's your mission, or what will you do there ?

To free all my brethren, that now in bondage are
;

That now in bondage are,

That now in bondage are,

To free all my brethren, &c.
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They brought me to a Mount, where I had to ascend,

In search of our Secrets, being led there by a friend
j

When I attained my object, unto the top did climb,

There I got the secret Words, that are so divine,

That are so divine,

That are so divine,

There I got the secret words, &Ci

They were all standing round me, when I bended on

my knee,

And what I stood in need of was demanded straight

of me
;

I said it was the light that I wish'd for most to see,

And they said my dearest brother we will give it unto

thee.

We will give it unto thee,

We will give it unto thee,

And they said my dearest brother, &O4

Great light arround me appeared, no darkness there

had been,

And I gazed with amazement on all that I had seen ;

So they filled me up a bumper pledged in the mystic pot,

And they toasted to their brother and the secrets he

had got.

And the secrets he had got,

And the secrets he had got,

And they toasted to their brother, &c

Now we have travel'd over this mysterious foreign land,

And may our new born brother firm in the faith long
stand ;
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And may the purple order by marksmen be revered,

And when we prove the Orange true, with them it shall

be shared,

With them it shall be shared,

With them it shall be shared,

And when we prove the Orange true, &c.

&fy Km of SLtfcertg.

Sons of Hibernia, attend to my song,

Of a tree call'd the Orange, 'tis beauteous and strong,

'Twas planted by William, immortal is he !

May all Orange brothers live loyal and free.

Derry down, down, traitors bow down.

Around this fair trunk, we like ivy will cling,

And fight for our honor, our country, and queen ;

In the shade of this Orange none e'er shall recline,

Who with murd'rous rebels have dar'd to combine.

Derry down, down, rebels, &c.

Hordes of barbarians, Moll Doyle in the van,

This tree to destroy laid an infamous plan ;

Their schemes prov'd abortive, though written in blood,

Nor their pikes, nor their scythes could pierce Orange
wood. Derry down, down, rebels bow down.

While our brave Irish tars protect us by sea,

From false perjur'd traitors this island we'll free ;

Bolivar's war vestments they'll find of no use,

Wherever we meet them they're sure to get goose.

Derry down, down, priestcraft bow down.



108 THE STANDARD

Hundreds they've burn'd of each sex, young and old,

From heaven the order by priest they were told
;

No longer we'll trust them, no more to betray,

But chace from our bosoms those vipers away.

Derry down, down, serpents bow down.

Rouse then, my brothers, and heed not their swearing

Absolv'd they have been for deeds past all bearing ;

Mercy's misplac'd when to murderers granted,

For our lands and our lives those wretches long panted.

Derry down, down, reptiles bow down*

Then charge high your glasses, and drink our Great

Cause,

Our blest Constitution, our Queen and our Laws ;

May all lurking traitors, wherever they be,

Make the exit of Sheared and Erin be free.

Derry down, down, traitors bow down.

tfje Efmlftfj of Jfalg.

When William fir'd with glory's cause,

Cross'd Boyne's silver flood,

He freed us from all Popish laws,

And nobly shed his blood.

For us he brav'd the raging sea,

It was in our cause he bled ;

"
Death, death," he cried, or "

victory,"
And on his troops he led.
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Then swift before his conquering arm,

James and his legions flew,

Not Priest, nor Mass, nor Pope could harm,
The hero of True Blue.

He fought and conqucr'd, glorious day !

On which he set us free
;

Triumphant raise each Orange lay,

And bless his Memory.

Go, Fame, thy golden trumpet sound,

Let Angels join the theme,

And earth and sea, and sky resound

Jn praise of William's name.

Yes, Fame, thy golden trumpet sound,

And all the Nations fill,

From Pole to Pole the theme resound,

The Orange triumphs still.

little

PARODY ON THE POPULAR SONG,
" In the dead of the night?

The session had closed, no new mischief was planning ;

And safely I dreamed on the clauses of CANNING ;

When soft at the door some one scratched like a mouse,

Crying
"
Pray take me into a seat in your house !"

From my slumber I started, exclaiming, Who's there ?

"
I want" it replied,

"
your possessions to share :

"
Teazed, tantalized, worried, and stripped to the skin,

"
Only poor little Popery I Pray take me in I"
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Soft pity prevail'd as I listened to him
;

The light had burnt out, so I hastened to trim :

Then open'd the door, where a boy he did stand,

With a Cross on his breast, and a Pike in his hand !

His wants I relieved, I indulged all his wishes,
And gave him his fill of my loaves and my fishes :

I stirr'd up the fire, and roused the dull embers,
And in my warm bosom I cherish'd his MEMBERS.

Revived and refreshed the false Urchin arose,

While his Members began their new strength to disclose

And laughing he cried "
let us try my good host,

If my pike its old vigour and keenness has lost !"

Then deep in my bosom he darted the steel :

" Ah ah ! foolish heretic, now dost thou feel ?

" No longer teazed, worried, and strip'd to the skin,
" Tis poor little Popery now takes You in."

{je Sfofcfllutt'on.

TUNE "
King William over the Water."

March on, brave boys, make good your ground,
Let all your sprightly trumpets sound

To arms, and we will confound

Those foes to the revolution.

Great Mars the monarch of the field,

In shining pomp, with sword and shield,

Shall lead us on, and make them yield
To the glorious revolution.
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Our rattling guns, like peals of thunder,

Shall fill the foe with fear and wonder,
And keep the Pope and Devil under,

And support the Constitution.

May Britain's sons the battle try,

To make these tim'rous bugbears fly,

Then let each loyal subject cry,
" Success to the Constitution."

8mu&et8arg at tfje Battle of Umegar

TUNE " Auld Lang Syne."

Long nights and days are past and gone,

Since from your Hill they fled,

Where Orange boys the battle won,

By Johnston bravely led :

Vinegar Hill shall still be dear,

Where many heroes bled,

Their merits here we will revere,

Though number'd with the dead.

CHORUS.

So here are we, bless'd, firm and free,

Descendants of the brave
;

And let all knaves, creep to their graves,

Who'd yield their rights to leave.

Why should we yield to traitors vile,

To purchase loyalty ;

Traitors that stray about our isle,

Seeking for liberty."
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Who in pursuit of this, then cry,

Would burn our churches down,

And every wholesome law decry,

Which might past evils drown.

Let Colclough wage, and Trimmers rage,

We have no fears in store ;

For still we'll fight for what is right,

And yield them nothing more.

Can Protestants forget the days,

When on yon bloody Hill,

Our fathers' sighs to Heaven did rise,

Out of the dark Windmill :

When lovely matrons pale as death,

Their lusts did satiate,

And infants mild, whose tongue-tied breath,

Throb'd with the old and great.

Yet still the crew, their pikes ran through,

The virtuous and the good,

Nor sex, nor age, could them assuage,

But sinless infant blood.

Brijjfjt rantje

AIR Sprig of Shillelagh."

Love is the soul of a true Orangeman,
He loves all that's loyal, loves all that he can,
With his bright Orange ribbons with purple and blue ;

His heart is right honest, he's firm and sound,
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No malice nor envy is there to be found
;

For his King and his Country lie's ready to fight,

In subdueing all rebels he takes great delight,

With his bright Orange ribbons with purple and blue
j

If you had the honor to sit in our Lodge,

It is there you would see the true Orangeman's badge,

Of bright Orange ribbons with purple and blue :

A neat silken collar adorns his white neck,

Which the Orange, the blue, and purple do deck ;

For our Queen, Constitution, our Country and Laws,

The Establish'd Religion, and that is the Cause

Of those bright Orange ribbons with purple and blue.

In the evening, returning, as homeward h goes,

His heart full of love for his Country and those

Who wears bright Orange Ribbons with purple and

blue
;

He greets an old friend whom he meets on the way,
He proves him a brother, and to him does say,

Did you hear the message that came from above,

Which bids us unite still in brotherly love,

With our bright Orange ribbons with purple and blue.

Then here's to the land that gave William his birth,

With the land that we live in, and its neighbouring

earth,

Tnat makes Orangemen purple, and purplemen true ;

May they of great William always be able

To trash every foe that would strive to disable ;

May the sons of old George be loyal and stout,

And all bad rebels we'll put to the rout,

With our bright Orange ribbons with purple and blue.

3
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rantjetnm'0 Sentiments,

Am." Auld Lang Syne."

Come Brethren fill your glasses high,

In concord let us join,

And drink the Glorious Memory
Of him who cross'd the Boyne ;

William ! thy name is ever dear,

Thy Praises we'll still revere,

Our Father and our King !

CHORUS.

Then brethren fill your glasses high,

In concord let us join,

And drink the glorious Memory
Of him who cross'd the Boyne.

For one great cause we will unite,

For that just cause we'll die,

Bound to defend our Country's right,

Our King and Liberty,

Our Constitution and our Laws,
Our blest religion, too,

All, all, unite in this great cause,

Our standard is true blue !

Then Brethren fill, &c

If Irish, French, or haughty Dons,

Against our King dare rise,

We'll show them that great William's sons,

Their hellish pow'rs despise ;
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For William's spirit we retain,

By Heaven's divine command,
And bound by one great sacred chain,

We'll triumph o'er the land.

Then brethren fill your glasses highj

In concord let us join,

And drink the glorious Memory
Of him who cross'd the Boyne.

ffiwt of August.

Let /Fame's loud trumpet now proclaim,

The glorious first of August ;

Let time record great Nelson's name,

And the glorious first of August !

Let all loyal hearts with rapture smile,

And toast the Hero of the Nile,

On his brows more wreaths of victory pile,

Great as the first of August.

Great Britain's Navy now shall sway,

And the world record her glory ;

We'll hail her misiress of the sea,

In each gallant naval story :

Listning ages hereafter shall smile,

When record tells the glorious stile,

In which the Hero of the Nile,

Beat the French on the first of August.

The French may now with doleful hearts,

Their Buonaparte remember
;

As he from Egypt's coast departs,

On floats of rafts of timber :



116 THE STANDARD

His troops must now stay there a-while,

And organize the crocadile,

Whilst brave Lord Nelson of the Nile,

Celebrates the first of August.

Let each loyal heart with me rejoice,

And to Nelson fill a bumper ;

Our British Admirals are the boys,

That makes all nations wonder :

We'll drink their healths, and give three cheers,

And may they always beat Monsieurs,

And our country each succeeding year,

Add laurels to the first of August.

With such a matchless Hero who need fear

Those gasconading Frenchmen,

We'll drive to the d 1 the Don and Monsieur,

On their floating rafts of timber :

Our yeomen so brave would march many a mile,

To back, if they could, the Lord of the Nile ;

At their enemies they'd laugh as well as smile,

With Nelson on the first of August.

ant!

As Patt. and Tom. were mowing,
One morning in the grass they found,

Poor Father Brophy lying,

With his nose and face stuck in the ground,
His pike on one side lying,

His pistols hung both front and rere,

And what surprised poor Patt it was,
To see his clergy lying there.

His pike on one side, &c.
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They turned him all over,

Says Tom, I think I know this face,

This is the very vagabond,

That thought to bring on me disgrace.

Last Patrick's day, I think it was,

A going to Baltinglass fair,

This is the very miscreant,

Thought me a ribbonman to swear.

Last Patrick's day, &C.

Oh, said I to this same man,

Don't you know I am a Protestant,

And now to turn traitor,

You know I neither will nor can.

If that be so, you heretic,

No more I'll walk with you this night ;

Says Tom, I hope that I may hear

Of your wicked schemes beuig brought to light.

If that be so, &c.

W,z ne'er inill relinquish tfje range anti Blue.

TUNE "Anacreon in Heaven."

To Nassau's lov'd shade, in elysium of late,

Some sons of lerne were heard to complain ;

Now virtue is driven from her favourite seat,

And loyalty groans on the blood-sprinkled plain ;

While Jacobins cry,
" All power we defy,

tf For laws we will trample, and kings we deny ;

" Nor will we this conduct e'er cease to pursue,
tl Until we extirpate the Orange and Blue."
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Great William, aroused from his blissful repose,

To his air-formed truncheon indignantly flies ;

A look of defiance around him he throws,

And thus, in loud accents, the hero replies :

" To arms then away, your prowess display,
" What the fathers have bled for, the sons can't betray ;

" Remember their honor's entrusted to you,

"Nor dare to relinquish the Orange and Blue.

" When Ireland once bled under Jacobite laws,
" And freedom in tears sued to me for protection ;

" A band of true Britons enroll'd in her cause,

"Pass'd to your shores, brought her foes to subjection.
" At the Boyne they fled, at Aughrim they bled,
" Then freedom in exstacy lifted her head,
' And smil'd to behold how the Jacobite crew,
<k Due homage had paid to the Orange and Blue.

" And now shall those traitors in martial array,
" Audacious unfurl their banners of green ?

" Shall virtue, shall loyalty sink in dismay,
"And freedom's own Orange no longer be seen ?

" To arms then for shame, and rescue your fame,
"
L
I call you my champions, henceforth bear ray name,

" And tell those vile miscreants their deeds they shall rue
" When humbled once more by the Orange and Blue."

The order thus given, what soul could withstand ?

All true hearted fellows with ardour obey !

The fiat was Nassau's, and join'd heart and hand,

An host of staunch Orangemen stand in array.
Hark ! already they cry, in accents of joy,
" The green we shall vanquish or gloriously die ;

" And prove to all traitors we're loyal and true,

To our King and our 'colours, the Orange and Blue."
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5Hje JSelUet Hogal range

TUNE. " Haste to the Wedding."

All you Orange heroes I pray give attention

Unto these few lines that I lately did write,

Concerning a few true loyal brothers

That meet every month, popery to affright ;

It is our intention when we meet together,

To instruct each other in the holy law

Which Moses received when the Lord him instructed,

And King William's enemies still keep in awe.

Three hundred, forty and five is our number,

We lovingly meet in the town of Belleer

With hearts free from wrath or malicious anger,

And the Holy Scripture we venerate here

We are a few brothers that are free from mixture

Or contamination of popery at all,

And we pity with feeling all our blinded neighbours,

Who foolishly bow to the image of Baal.

It still is our prayer, when we meet together,

That these ties of slavery soon shall be broke,

When all shall conform and none shall dissemble

But each fellow creature put on the same yoke ;

Then Antichrist's pillars of strength shall be broken,

And brotherly love dwell with each one and all

Then we'll be convinced of what was predicted

Of his demolition and Babylon's fall.

]\aynooth now may tremble from the very foundation,

Since Peel's out of office, and old Dan is dead,

|

And the people's beginning to glance o'er the errors

That his predecessors thrqij^ft^llfe world have spread;
>

;

./Is
f*S ;**CM:
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I hope that he'll toss all their crosses and altars,

And the foolish images hung round the wall,

And cause them to burn their beads and their dickcts

And no more on the Angels or Saints for to call.

That demagogue medaler they call Father Matthew.

Has cover'd our land with perjury and woe

For sake of the silver he travers'd the island.

And the foolish dupes on their knees had to go ;

They hadthen to vow that they would keep from whiskey

And use all their influence to make others do so

And in less than four hours that very same medal

In the public houses swift coaster to go.

The Israelites fell under the same transgression,

To a calf of gold they bow'd themselves low,

Which Aaron constructed by Satan's direction,

Who always has been every Christian's foe ;

For forty long years the Lord did afflict them

With many diseases we have on record,

Because that they swerv'd from the way of salvntion

Which God has appointed in his holy word.

Our Lodge it consists of Seventy-two members,
All loyal and true to the Bible and Crown,

We reverence King William that glorious leader

Who by the Lord's guidance put popery down ;

W(J join heart and hand when we do meet together,

And to praise Jehovah I hope we'll not fail

Who smother'd the feelings of the Irish leader,

And banish'd the prospects of Dan and Repeal.
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No

AIR " Colonel Verner."

Ye branches of our Orange tree,

First planted at the Boyne,

Oh ! will you sell your blood-bought rights,

And with repealers join ?

And league yourselves with rebels vile ;

And stigmatise your name ;

And union form with harlot Rome,

Your country's curse and shame !

CHORUS.

Ye branches of our Orange tree,

Oh ! may you never fail,

To rally round old England's flag,

And cry out No Repeal.

Oh! will you seize the rebel pike,

And hoist the rebel rag ;

And will you stain your yet fair fame

Disgrace your Orange flag ?

Will you the " bull frog's
"
legions swell

Will you O'Brien join

Will you to pull down England's throne,

With England's foes combine ?

Ye branches, &c.

No ! by the mem Vies of the past-

By Smith field's lurid fires

By Ridley's spirit Cranmer's shade

By all that hope inspires

L
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By Slaney's waters crimson'd red,

When high the black flag waved ;

And hell-engender'd popery,

Doom'd no one should be sav'd.

Ye branches, &c.

By all on earth, we hold most dear,

Our hopes of Heav'n above

By freedom laws our Orange cause.

And by the faith we love :

We swear, we'll never faithless prove,

Should danger's hour draw nigh
We'll stand beside old England's flag

We'll conquer or we'll die !

Ye branches, &c.

The clouds of doubt and jealousy

Long since have pass'd away
Of Protestants but few are found

In treason's vile array.

The sons of Knox and Calvin bold,

With Luther's sons agree,

To rally round the sacred ground,
Where grows the Orange tree.

Ye branches, &c.

And there beside that noble tree,

Shall float, as o'er the seas,
:l The flag that braved a thousand years,

The battle and the breeze."

And Orange William's true born sons

Will crush the rebel tail

Then Protestants of Ulster cry,

Hurrah ! for No Repeal !

Ye branches, &c.
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pillar.

AIR " Adieu ! a heart-warm fond adieu I"

Shall freedom's awful voice no more

Ascend in minstrelsy sublime ?

Shall Derry's sabred band of yore

Still slumber in the dust of time ?

Here chieftains fell in manhood's prime ;

But Heaven regards their destiny,

And spreads from hence, through every clime,

The vestal flame of liberty.

Oft rosy hues on Foyle's breast,

On Windmill-hill the noon-day sun,

On Pennyburn the breezy west,

Have played since faith and freedom won !

But from the deeds that here were done,

Historic glory fades away ;

Here every field is Marathon,

And every pass Thermopylae

When royal treason doom'd our fall,

The powers of darkness onward drove,

Disease and famine scal'd our wall

And floods of horror clos'd above.

Thenfreedom, like a banish'd dove,

Bereft of home bereft of rest,

Sought refuge in a city's love,

And found an ark the freeman's breast !

Rise, WALKER ! father of the free !

Undaunted soldier ! saint and sage !

Thy Bible and thy sword shall be

Our beacon lights from age to age ;

2
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The 'PRENTICE BOYS our hearts engage,

And MURRAY still in mem'ry warm,

Who gleam'd, amid the battle's rage,

A bolt of vengeance in the storrm

Around this pile, from year to year,

Shall grateful sires their homage pay,

And pledge the youthful hero here,

To liberty and truth for aye.

Inspired by deeds of glory's day,

A phalanx firm shall still be shown,

With heart and hand like those away,

To guard the altar and the throne.

3&qmblicatt octrmes, &c.

TUNE." Alley Croker."

Whilst Republican doctrines are every where found, sir,

And levelling principles so much abound, sir ;

;

Let the true sons of loyalty constantly sing sir,

Long to reign over us, God save the Queen, sir.

Send her victorious,

Happy and glorious,

Long to reign over us,

God save the Queen, sin

May health and prosperity ever attend her,

And both Whig and Tory unite to defend her
;

May the spirit of loyalty ever increase, sir,

Abroad give us triumph, at home give us peace, sir.

Which to maintain

Let us constantly sing, sir ;

Long to reign over us,

God save the Queen, sir.
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May every reformist throughout the whole nation.

Begin with himself the work of reformation ;

And may the wicked progress of one Revolution.

Teach us to value a good Constitution.

Whilst with loyal hearts

We exultingly sing, sir,

Long to reign over us,

God save the Queen, sir.

May all Atheists and Levellers, lie equally low, sir,

Behold gladly the Queen and the Church overthrow, sir ;

And may each loyal Delzo long join in the strain, sir
;

God save the Queen and down with Tom Paine, sir.

Send her victorious,

Happy and glorious,

Long to reign over us,

God save the Queen, sir.

ISskcrmorf.

TUNE" The Storm."

Come Tyrone's gay lads and lasses^

Friends to country and to king,

Fill up high your sparkling glasses,

Whilst the happy day I sing ;

Britain's bravest sons of glory,

Would rejoice to hear our corps,

Sing the Boyne's heroic story,

O'er the fields of Eskermore.

Rain at first the morning clouding,

Scarce a sunbeam shew'd its ray,

While some strangers round us crowding,

Cried,
"
you cannot walk to-day ;"

3
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But their hopes to sorrow changing,

Phoebus bright began to rise,

O'er the clouds above us ranging,

Clearing up the purple skies.

Then our lovely banner streaming,

'Twas most beautiful to view,

Loyalty like sunshine beaming,
From the eyes of each True Blue ;

Straight to Ballygawly walking,

In our ornaments we march,

Laughing, singing, smiling, talking,

As we hail our Orange Arch.

Six-and-thirty flags attended,

Floating gaily on the breeze,

Sir John Stewart, our lads commanded,
"
Grand," said he,

<( are sights like these ;"

He saluted all men present,

Fifes and Drums made martial sound,

All was joyous, gay, and pleasant,

Sweet the scene that smiled around.

On before us, bold as Hector,

March'd a sprout of William's breed,

Eskermore's renown'd protector,

Youthful, blooming, brave Sam. Reed ;

He's a steady, stout commander,
Fit to face great George's foe,

When with heart like Alexander,
To the tented fields he'll go.

While King William's praise we chaunted,

William, wise, and good, and great,

John Gillespie's hand undaunted,
William's flag did elevate ;
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All spectator's eyes amazing,

Splendid wav'd the Orange flag,

Old and young with rapture gazing,

Eskermore had cause to brag.

Old Knockmany rung with shouting,

As when in Tyrconnell's days,

David Cairns, the rebels routed,

Gaining Londonderry's praise ;

Gervaise brave, serenely dwelling,

In old David's lofty seat,

Heard our songs the breezes swelling^

William's conquest celebrate.

Gentlemen fill up your glasses,

Fill to bold Sir Harcourt Lees,

His desert all praise surpasses,

Hearts like his will never freeze ;

Fill for Saurin, and Lord Manners,

Lord Combermere, and Farnham brave,

Paint Earl O'JSTeil upon your banners,

He would die your cause to save.

Toast Lord Kenyon, firm and steady,

Eldon's Earl, to Brunswick true,

Maxwell, Hill, and Verner, ready,

Still to cheer the blooming Blue j

Londonderry has our praises,

Enniskillen claims renown,

When the Pope rebellion raises,

Ulster's heroes put them down.
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On the fifth of next November,
To your temples freemen throng,

Here you may by law remember,

The great subject of my song ;

Thanks then give for two great blessings,

Gain'd by Britain's Church and Crown,

Better this than statue dressing,

On which whigs and bigots frown,

JLints fcmtten on tfje lieatfj of tfje i&efcr. <S5eorejc

TOalker, tfje mlrepfo Befenlrer of lEontfontferrg.

Thou art gone to the grave, but we will not deplore thee,

Though sorrows and darkness encompass the tomb,

The Saviour lias pass'd through its portals before thee,

And the lamp of his love is thy guide thro' the gloom.

Thou art gone to the grave we no longer behold thee,

Nor tread the rough path of the world by thy side,

But the wide arms of mercy are spread to enfold thee,

And sinners may hope, since the sinless has died.

Thou art gone to the grave and its mansion forsaking,

Perhaps thy tried spirit in doubt lingered long,

But the sunshine of heav'n beam'd bright on thy waking,
And the song which thou heard'st was the seraphims'

song.

Thou artgone to the grave, 'twere wrong to deplore thee,

When God was thy ransom, thy guardian, thy guide.
He gave thee, and took thee, and soon will restore thee,

Where death hath no sting, since the Saviour has diad.
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$tomtral Nelson's Eriumpfj.

TUNE "
Carrickfergus."

You true Sons of William attend to my story,

Who fight for your King, Constitution and Crown ;

Great Nassau's renown and the Protestant glory,

To hurl the Rebels and Infidels down.

Still from ambition you'll quell their sedition,

And conquer the foes of our freedom and laws,

All traitors and atheists drive to destruction,

Or perish in loyalty's glorious cause.

Let each loyal Orangemen join in a chorus,

In commemoration of that happy day,

When Admiral Nelson and his British heroes,

Triumphed in the Mediterranean sea,

O'er Gallia's arms, and numerous swarms,

Her tri-colour'd banner and liberty tree,

Since even the Turks and Arabians gladly

Rejoice for the hero that set them all free.

The banks of the Nile and the shores of old Egypt,
Beneath the invaders' oppression did groan ;

Republican cruelty flourished triumphant,

And infidel tyranny worse than their own.

But Nelson he met them, with valour beset them,

Encountered the robbers on Africa's shore
;

A dreadful engagement with fury succeeded,

With slaughter, destruction and horrid uproar.

Such mighty confusion attended this battle,

Our broadsides with death and destruction did fly,

The balls flew like hail, and the cannon did fly,

And pillars of vapour quite darken'd the sky :
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But our British thunder soon made them surrender,

Their soldiers in numbers lay dead in the sea ;

Their tri-colour'd banner was sunk in dishonor,

On that most auspicious, fortunate day.

And may the illustrious house of Hanover,
In happiness, joy and prosperity reign ;

May each loyal subject stand true to his station,

And conquer invaders again and again :

Be treason confounded with shame and confusion,

And all its abettors with infamy swing,

May heaven still fight for our good Constitution,

Success to true Orangemen, God save the King !

vulc ISritanniau

When Britain first at Heav'n's command,
Arose from out the azure main,

This was the charter of the land,

And Guardian Angels sung the strain :

Rule, Britannia Britannia, rule the waves,
Britons never shall be slaves.

The nations not so blest as thee,

Must in their turn to tyrants fall,

While thou shalt flourish great and free.

The dread and envy of them all.

Rule,&e.

Still more majestic shalt thou rise,

More dreadful from each foreign stroke ;

As the loud blast that tears the skies,

Serves but to root thy native oak.

Rule.
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Thee, haughty tyrants ne'er shall tame ;

All their attempts to bend thee down,

Shall but rouse thy gen'rous flame ;

But work their woe and thy renown.

Rule, &c.

To thee belong the rural reign ;

Thy cities shall with commerce shine ;

All thine shall be the subject main,

And ev'ry shore it circles, thine.

Rule,&c,

The Muses still, with freedom found,

Shall to thy happy coasts repair ;

Blest isle ! with matchless beauty crown'd,

And manly hearts to guard the fair.

Rule,&c,

Xapprr

TINE.- George the Third's March/

The ninth day of November,
In the year ninety-one,

The Rebel Napper Tandy
His villainy began ;

In forming a conspiracy,

This nation to embroil,

In civil war and mutiny,

And to pollute the soil.

His wicked crow they did intend

Our Governors to kill,

And any of the Protes:

Who dare oppose their will :
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To massacre our ministers,

And pull our churches down,

To extirpate the Orangemen,
And take from George his Crown.

They burn'd houses and straw stacks,

They assembled in the night,

Broke open doors and windows,
In order to affright

The people to comply with them.

Crying, give out your gun,
And unite with us immediately,
Or else you are undone.

The Croppies most outrageously
Did take an active part,

Against the Church of England,
And thought to make her smart ;

But Providence protected us

From this blood-thirsty clan,

And prevented them to act a scene

Like that of Forty-one.

We value not the Yeomanry,
These Kebels oft did say ;

'Tis easy to disarm them,
Then soon we'll gain the day ;

And every man who is not up,

Shall hang at his own door
;

And we'll guillotine each Royalist,

Let him be rich or poor.
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If on the way you chance to meet

One of this wicked clan,

He asks you, are you up to snuff?

Or, whafs that in your hand ?

And if you know not what to say,

He answers with a frown,

Since it is a thing you are not up,

I'll therefore knock you down.

They carried on their fury

'Till the year of Ninety-seven,

When to this vile conspiracy

A happy check was given j

For Government found out their schemes,

And turn'd their plan astray>

And made them swear allegiance,

May we bless that happy day.

Then to disperse this brotherhood,

Lord Blaney he came down,

To recompense the insolence

Of eaoh insulting clown ^

Their midnight vengeance did reward,

And fill'd them with dismay,

And for their perseverance,

Soon he made the caitiffs pay.

But to conclude, kind Providence

Dispell'd the wicked throng ;

So let us sing, God save fhe King,

And may his reign be long ;

M
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Success to each true Protestant

Who did maintain his cause,

Against those vile conspirators,

In honor of his laws.

Hail ! Enniskillen, we explore

But not without emotion

The places which thy sires of yore,

Defended with devotion
;

The ground on which they fought and bled,

Till the result was glorious ;

On which as if divinely led

Though few, they proved victorious ;

But lo ! the despot's hosts that came

By hope illusive flattered

In quest of honour, finding shame,
Were in a moment scattered,

Keep thy progenitors in sight,

By their example learning,

How valour's daring may unite,

With wisdom's sage discerning.

They knew their Maker's cause was sure,

On which their own depended ;

Their rights were therefore most secure

When His were best defended.

Persuaded that the cause was God's

In which they were engaging,

They fearless met apparent odds,

With hell and havoc raging.
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Heaven sent success ; their banners bright,

Appeared as angel pinions ;

But damp and darkness, fear and fright,

Came o'er the tyrant's minions.

Preserve these banners, for they teach

To every tongue and nation,

An element beyond the reach

Of bigot's penetration.

Then let thy sons in solemn state

With these unfolded o'er them

At seasons fit commemorate

The brave who went before them.

Thus, Enniskillen, persevere

Thy principles extending ;

Night's course is waning, day is near,

And Erin's sun ascending.

OTilliam.

Through Flanders march'd Win. and all his brave men,

To fight the proud French again and again,

Five hundred long miles he marched along,

And still we kept rattling his Protestant drum.

Drum, drum, drum, a drum,

And so boldly his Briton's march'd on.

Our enemies they boast they have got such great force,

The Spaniards willjoin them with foot and with horse,

The more danger the more honor, pray let it be done,

For we will die by the sword or the gun.

Gun, gun, gun a gun.

And it ne'er shall be said, true Britons will run.
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The word of command Prince William he gave,

For the sake of old England, my boys, we'll be brave,

Small shot flew like hail while we marched around,

But William, King William, soon he gained ground.

Ground, ground, ground, a ground,

And so sweetly our trumpets did sound a sound.

Cfl jFermaitagfj.

Prize thou the Bible anchor, sure

In every storm to save thee ;

The rich bequest of precepts pure

Which thy Redeemer gave thee

Though memory recall the past,

Be it repeated never !

Thy country's future lot be cast

In happiness for ever !

May peace and plenty bless the land

While Erne enamoured dallies

Around thy flood-girt palace, and

Among thy verdant valleys.

Be sacred freedom valued more

Than is the blood which courses

Within thy heart, and fills its core

With life-sustaiing forces.

Fermanagh, thus thy deathless fame

Shall dock thy country's story,

And thine for ever be a name

Synonymous with glory,
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July the twelfth shall hear a voice

If possible yet stronger

On freedom's birth-day still rejoice,

Till time shall be no longer.

JBfamontJ foill be Erumps ajfain.

TUNE" Burns's Farewell."

There was a time when 'twas no crime

To give the grateful thought its way
When none need shrink who wished to drink

To the deeds of many a glorious day ;

But popish power in evil hour

Has o'er us flung his galling chain ;

Yet bide a wee, and you shall see

How the Diamond will be trumps again.

The night is dark, no friendly spark
Is glim'ring through its cheerless gloom

Nor moon nor star beams forth from far

The path of danger to illume ;

Yet still the ray of kindling day
Once more will brighten hill and plain :

So bide a wee, and you shall see

How the Diamond.dll be trumps again.

iS?
Behold, before the billow's roar,

Yon shattered bark is borne away :

The furious gale has rent each sail

The yawning surges claim their prey ;

3
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Yet there's a power in that dread hour.

Will still the tempest, calm the main
;

Then bide a wee, and you shall see

How the Diamond will be trumps again.

Thick flew the balls round Derry's walls,

Beleaguered by the ruthless foe,

And famine pale, bid stout hearts quail.

And death in every form of woe ;

Yet still she clung to hope and flung

Defiance forth nor hoped in vain j

Then bide a wee, and you shall see

How the Diamond will be trumps again*

But, away with care and dark despair

Each thought of grief and suffering sore :

We'll put to flight this festive night

That celebrates the days of yore j

The glorious day is on its way
The brightest in Victoria's reign

The day of glee to the bold and free,

When the Diamond will be trumps again.

2To tfje tancjcmen of ErelanK

Ye Orangemen of Ireland,

Ye loyal, true, and brave,

Arouse, arouse, ere yet it be

Too late our land to save ;

Arouse, arouse, and put your trust

In Him who sits on high,

And charge the musket, draw the sword,
And keep your powder dry !
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And hoist your Orange banner high,.

And sound the trump and drum,
Then soon the loyal of the land

Will to that standard come ;

Arouse, arouse, your country calls

Arm, arm, the foe is nigh,

Let " No Surrender" be the word

And keep your powder dry !

The bloody hand of treason vile

Is raised against the crown ;

And Irish rebels seek from France

For aid to pull it down ;

But let them raise within our isle-

Even but one battle cry,

And Protestants they '11 find that you
Have kept your powder diy 1

The foes of social order-

The Popish Priests of Rome,
With blessed pikes and papal bulls

Are led by John of Tuam ;

That wolfish monster, upon whom
Our " bondsmen's" hopes rely;

But let them shun our Orange boys,

They'll find their powder dry !

And the Priest-ridden peasantry,

Their rifle clubs may form,

And think to tear the union flag,

And Dublin Castle storm ;
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But, 'mongst the hills of Ulster,

Is heard a gathering cry

Tis Protestants assemble all,

And have your powder dry."

And though in days not long since past,

High men on us did frown,

And Whig and Tory both combined

To pull our colours down ;

And loud and long the tempest blew,

The thunder roll'd on high,

Yet, still, we thought of better days

And kept our powder dry !

And now when treason stalks around,

Traitors the throne assail

Forget the past ; and loyal hearts

We'll o'er our foes prevail ;

Our Orange flag in Heaven's breeze

Will, glorious, float on high,

And on the field of victory

We'll have our powder dry !

Then Protestants assemble all,

And this be your battle song
"
O, for a field, a battle field,

And a rebel army strong ;

And the thund'ring crash of a Protestant charge,

As the waves of the sea rush on,

And burst thro' the sorried powers that oppose,
As reeds by the whirlwind's blast

Are swept away ; and the foes of our faith

From the slaughter are flying fast."



ORANGE SONGS. 141

So, Orangemen, arouse, arouse,

'Tis loyalty that calls-

Fear not the foe, our Orange flag

A traitor's heart appals ;

And swear before high Heaven's Lord,

Who reigns enthron'd on high,

You'll charge these pikenien on the field,

And have your powder dry.

Baniel <'(0nnell in

AIR " Kick the Pope before us !"

JIave you not heard the Scripture saith,

How some, departing from their faith,

Receive their doctrine from beneath,

Forbidding for to marry ?

Now, this is Rome, the mystic whore,

Who keeps the keys of Heaven's door,

And trades in dead men's souls demure,

By Popish Purgatory.

Doctor Miley he has said,

When Dan, the Irish king, was dead,

Angels were waiting at his head,

His soul to Heaven to carry ;

Maynooth and Rome they formed a plan,

And robbed the Angels of old Dan

The Kerry Boy, we understand,

They have got in Purgatory,
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Dispatches from the Pope have come,

To all the Priests of mystic Rome,
To change or alter poor Dan's doom,

His soul from thence to carry ;

Commanding them to celebrate

High Mass throughout the Church, of late,

His soul from thence to extricate

Out of this Purgatory.

You Papists gather up your pence

You know he's waiting in suspence

Your Liberator bring from hence,

No longer let him tarry !

Your Dan, that pleaded for Repeal,

Is bearing now Peg Tantrim's flail
;

Pay up, ye sons of Granuaile,

Your King's in Purgatory !

The Heretics, they cannot tell

"- About this gulf 'twixt Heaven and Hell,

Where Dives did for water yell,

And none to him would carry ;

But llome has made it more complete :

They have holy oil to grease their feet,

And holy water, if it's meet,

For Dan in Purgatory,

Think on your King, and for him pray
He agitated night and day
Like Balaam's ass, aloud did bray

'Gainst Aughrim, Boyne,& Derry,
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On walls of clay, of bricks and stones,

He pictured Death's head and cross-bones ;

Ye Foigabalachs, how he groans !

He is heard from Purgatory.

To Bernard he bequeathed his soul,

His body to the Irish mould,

His heart to Rome that was the whole

His head a wig did carry.

He's looking now to every part

Where he gave body, soul, or heart ;

O bring your cash, and then you'll start

The old Fox from Purgatory t

O hard's his fate, if he must stay

Like other beggarmen^ I say !

For gratis prayers on All- Saints' Day?
let that never carry !

Sell scapulars, crosses, cords, and beads.

And all green sashes and cockades! o^ l> *

All Irishmen do lend your aid

For Dan in Purgatory ! - ^
î

They say they have power to bind or loose,* r

In Heaven or Hell, just as they choose,

The Papist that dare to refuse

To pay to her Sanctuary ;

They'll curse with candle, book, and bell- -

These poor blind dupes deserve it well,

That would let Peg Tantrim's nail, pell-mell,

Thresh Dan in Purgatory !
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Now, Stowell Gray and Hugh M'Neill

May Churches build 'gainst Granuaile

While Rome's the head, Maynooth's the tail-

Their projects will not carry.

'Twas braying, boasting, blustering Dan,
When travelling to the Holy Land,
That lost the trick his merits scan'd

He's now in Purgatory !

Here's books and bags for my son John

In agitation he'll go on,

And chase the Saxons every one

From Tara's Hill to Derry ;

He'll drive all Heretics abroad

They have no right to the Holy Sod

They would not eat the Wafer God,

Or believe in Purgatory.

Before my song comes to a close,

Here's a flowing health to those

Undaunted Boys who faced their foes

The Prentice Boys of Derry !

Let all true Brethren with me join

To sing of Aughrim and the Boyne,
Where we received the Pass and Sign

To walk over Purgatory !
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&{je Bogne Mater.

Being a Verse of an Old Song, with a new tail tacked thereto,

"
July the first in Oldbridge Town
" There was a grievous battle,

" Where many a man lay on the ground,
" And the cannons they did rattle."

In vain their bearing bold was shown

In vain they marched to slaughter ;

For oh! 'tis lost what William won

That day at the Boyne Water.

By no illusive Phantom led,

Or visionary glory,

Our gallant fathers nobly bled,

The theme of song and story.

In freedom's cause their swords were drawn,

Through fire and death they sought her
;

But fear has lost what valour won

That day at the Boyne Water.

But yet we'll drink a health to those,

Who still to honour cleaving,

Around that cause were seen to close,

Which dastard souls were leaving.

Fair truth o'er all the ills may rise,

Which fear or fraud have wrought her,

And days return when men shall prize

The deeds of the Boyne Water.

N
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TUNE " Scots wha' haeV

Britons, from your slumbers wake,
Throne and altar are at stake :

Cast, oh ! cast, for honour's sake,

Delusion's cup away.
Bid the red cross wave on high

Boldly peal for banner cry,
"
God, our Queen, and Loyalty."

Hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah !

By your father's honour'd name-
By youu love of deathless fame

By your dread of branded shame,
Join the bright array.

Burst the spell by faction bound,
Britain's peace and safety sound,

Bear ye winds the mighty sound,

That speaks its ended sway.

"Woe to traitors, lasting woe !

See they shrink as true hearts glow
Faster melts not mountain snow,

Before the blaze of day.
Bid the sounding welkin ring

Choir in Angels while we sing,

Shield our Queen, oh, God our King,
Hurrah ! hurrah ! hurrah !
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2* sons of William.

TUNE "Scots wha' haeV"

Rise ye sons of William's line,

Who with glory cross'd the Boyne ;

Kise ! behold your offspring shine,

With rays of loyalty.

William, raise thy royal head,

Most illustrious of the dead
;

Round us all your influence shed,

And bid us still be free.

Your's it was in days long past,

When rebels blew their deadly blast,

From the Church and State to cast,

The slaves of popery.

And shall your sons degenerate grown,
Desert the altar and the throne,

Oh ! no, they'll die before they groan,

Beneath a papist's sway.

Sacred be the blood that's shed,

Peaceful sleep the loyal dead,

With a Brunswick at their head,

Your sons shall still be free.

Still with firm and steady hand,

Quench rebellion's flaming brand,

And heart to heart, and hand to hand,

Support the Orange Tree.

Raise the Orange standard high,

Every voice triumphant cry,

For George we live, for George we'll die,

To crush his enemies.
2
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Send the flowing bumper round,

Britons catch the glorious sound,

From pole to pole, the theme resound,

George and liberty.

&fy Bible attfc

Awake to the combat, stout hearts, to the strife

Each blow that we deal is for freedom and life ;

The vulture of bigotry screams on the blast

The foeman his leaguer around us has cast,

And loud is his menace, and dark is his frown,

As in vengeance he glares on the Bible and Crown.

No phantom illusive allures to the fight

No vision that flashes and fades on the sight

That fleets like the vapour of morning away,
A moment deceptively gilt by its ray ;

No selfish ambition, the bubble renown,'

But the soul-stirring cause of the Bible and Crown.

Oh ! yes, 'tis a cause every bosom to fill

"With the holiest ardour of chivalry's thrill

A cause to ennoble the meanest whose brand

Gleams gallantly drawn for the weal of the land,

In brotherhood linking the Prince and the clown-

As they boldly rush on for the Bible and Crown.

Each minor dissension be lost at the call,

Absorbed m the peril impending o'er all ;
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Let the Presbyter strike by the Prelatist's side,

And stem in strong union fell Popery's tide,

Whose billows unsparing both quickly would drown ;

Strike, Protestants all, for the Bible and Crown.

Oh ! dream not the demon will pause in his ire,

Of Luther or Calvin the signs to inquire ;

Enough ye the fetters of Errors have burst ;

Alike ye have dar'd, and alike are accurst
;

He heeds not the squabble of surplice and gown
Woe, woe is your doom, with the Bible and Crown.

By the halo of glory undying in fame,

That gilds with its lustre your forefathers' name

By all that to freemen and loyal is dear,

Come for hearths and for altars, and loud be this cheer ;

That waking the echoes in country and town

On, on, gallant hearts for the Bible and Crown.

Awake to the contest, and proudly and brave,

Let your banners of freedom and loyalty wave,

And keen be the blade, and unerring the blow,

And firm be your tread on the neck of the foe,

As tumbles the Dagon of Popery down,

Before the bless'd look of the Bible and Crown.
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Adapted to tlie fine old Irish melody of the <{

Boyne
Water."

Unless the Lord His arm of power,

Had o'er our heads extended

Unless the Lord in Peril's hour,

His chosen had defended.

When fierce enkindling rage and pride

Uprose the foe around us,

Deep plunged beneath their swelling tide,

The waves of wrath had drowned us.

Wake, Israel, wake, this grateful strain,

His praise be sung and spoken

For thee the snare is laid in vain
;

The fowler's net is broken.

Hosanna bless the Living Lord,

Each heart to fear a stranger,

The triumphs of His name record

Our stay in ev'ry danger.

That pow'r at whose creative will

Sprung forth to form and motion,

This universal frame and all

That people earth, sky, ocean ;

That Being whose resistless will

Holds nature in subjection,

In mercy flings around us still

The shield of His protection.

*
Sung with thrilling effect by country congregations on the

great Anniversary of July 12th.
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^c Catalogue,

AFTER THE MANXES OF THE SECOND ILIAD OF HO-

MER, ASD ADAPTED TO THE MUSIC OF

" The Boyne Water."

"
Dignum laude virura

Musa vetat raori." HOR.

In sixteen hundred and eighty-eight,

On the seventh day of December,

The men of Deny closed their gate,

And the clay we will ever remember ;

While all around, on rjsing ground,

The foe was fast collecting,

Their pomp and pride our sires defied,

Kind heaven their cause defending.

ii.

Lord Antrim's men came down yon glen,

In bright array of battle,

But soon in fright fled back again,

When they heard our muskets rattle ;

Though some within proclaimed it sin,

And treason to repel them,

Our young men brave, the town to save,

To fly did soon compel them.

in.

Wild winter gone, the spring came on,

And James in Munster landed,

The southern coast received his host,

By foreigners commanded ;
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He soon sent forth to quell the north,

His force from Cork and Kerry,

Triumphant they made good their way,
Till they came to the gates of Derry.

IV.

Lord Galmoy's horse with Ramsay's pranced
Around Ballougry mountain,

Nugent and Eustace bold advanced,

To Columbian's fair fountain
;

In meadows green their magazine,
Lord Gormanstown protected ;

Lord Clare's Milesian flag was seen,

On a Danish fort erected.

v.

From Lucan issued Sarsfield's horse,

Their trumpet's loudly sounding ;

Down Tara hill came Plunket's force,

Their hearts for fame high bounding ;

From Drogheda Lord Dungan's band,

Were raised by royal bounty,

TyrconnelTs from Fitzgerald's land,

And Grace's from King's county.

VI.

Talbot march'd here from Kildare,

Purcellfrom Tipperary,

Waucop and Buchan present were.

From the wilds of Inverary ;
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Dublin's Mayor did here repair,

The Butlers from the Barrow,

Roscommon sent Lord Dillon's heir,

The Derry walls to harrow.

VII.

On steeds by all the army praised,

Came Parker's troops from Navan,

O'Reilly with the force he raised

Round the hills and vales of Cavan
;

Clifford's troops came here from Clare,

To join King James's party,

Cotter's dragoons too had their share.

Of fame with Lord Clancarty.

VIII.

From Cork's wild shore Mac Carthy More,

The tyrant's force augmented,

Mac Mahon's men their standards bore,

In Clones regimented ;

Hagan's were seen from Glenswood green,

To great O'Neill related,

And Gallagher tall, from fair Donegal,

Was the last of the men that retreated.

IX.

Bellew came from Duleck hall,

To see his monarch righted ;

Fagan of Filtrim with Fingal

His cavalry united ;
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'Twas James's plan that Lord Strabane

Should give proud Deny warning,

But he went off with a shot and scoff,

His words the townsmen scorning.

His namesake here felt no such fear,

Stood for his country bleeding,

His valiant hand saved life and land,

To Abercorn's rank succeeding ;

The men of Strabane were here to a man,
For church and crown contending,

Tho' theirLord play'd the fool for knave's misrule

They were here our fair walls defending.

XI.

At the crystal rill near Pennyburn mill,

Were Bagn all's forces posted,

Fitzgerald's on the chapel hill,

Q faith and fealty boasted ;

The batteries at Culmore fort,

With sod-works were surrounded,

And loud^heir culverin's report

O'er hill and vales resounded.

XII.

On the Sheriffs ground, a new rais'd mound,
Lord Louth took a strong position,

And with Lord Slane did there remain,
Their troops in high condition ;
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Bred on the flowery banks of Boync,
Then unrenown'd in story,

They here the Irish troops did join,

In vain pursuit of glory.

XIII.

Brave troops from Cork around Brookhall

A dangerous post demanded ;

O'Neill's dragoons, all stout and tall,

The other shore commanded ;

Kilkenny's Graces chose the spot

From which the boom extended

Across the Foyle, where bullets hot

That narrow pass defended.

XIV.

Cavenagh was seen on Claggin burn,

His Wicklow warriors leading,

Whence few were fated to return,

Though then in pride parading ;

Ten thousand men from fair Prehec^
In trenches deep protected, !**

On every hill display'd their skill, *s

And batteries erected. .
- 1 1 1*

.jf

xv.

From Trough's green fields M'Kennas came,

In numbers all surmounting,

And from Mayola's golden stream

Came Bradleys past the counting ;
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From Longford far to the field of war

O'Farrel's forces wandered,

And did their best in Walker's nest

To plant King James's standard.

XVI.

When Bryne O'Neill of Balnascreen

An alderman was chosen,

And when Broughshane our mayor was seen,

Our hearts with fear were frozen
;

O'Rourke was down for a civic gown,

O'Sheills and Mac Conways elated,

Mac Anallies from Tyrone and Con Baccagh's son

On our magistrate's bench were seated.

XVII.

From Ailagh's throne in Innishone,

O'Dogherty came shouting,

From Kenaught's plain came Manus Cane,

A victory not doubting ;

Lough Erne's shore, with many more,

Sent here Maguire boasting,

Of days long gone, old forty-one,

In flowing bumpers toasting.

XVIII.

Meanwhile within our threatened wall,

Were traitors vile assembling,

Ready the Irish in to call,

While timid friends were trembling ;
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Hundreds gone, as foes came on,

A tone of scorn assuming,

Crowds every day that pass'd away,

Our scanty stores consuming.

XIX.

No food could come from Innishone,

All passes guarded round us,

Our haughty foemen held Tyrone,

With famine to confound us ;

The aid that here from England came,

Our governor commanded,

To sail away the very day

They would have timely landed.

"What could the maiden city do,

By all these troops invested ?

She raised her standard of true blue,

By freedom's foes detested ;

'ifhe goodly sign, like bow divine,

O'er Ulster brightly beaming,

Brought quickly forth the sons of the north,

The post of honour claiming,

XXI.

First to the town Squire Forward came,

His bands from Burt proceeding ;

And Stewart and Grove, to the field of fame,

Heroic soldiers leading ;
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In a meadow great, near Ballindreat,

Brave Rawdon joined Lord Blaney,

While war's wild sound re-echoed round,

From the Foyle to the Southern Slaney.

XXII.

Macnaghtan next eame here a boy,

From fair Benvarden blooming,

And Moore with troops from Aughnacloy,
A high command assuming ;

To aid our town from warlike Down,
Hill came and cross'd our ferry ;

The Hillsborough men were welcome then

To the troubled men of Berry.

XXIII,

Here, too, was brave Lord Massareen

In William's army serving 5

Stafford thro' the war had been,

The highest praise deserving ;

Cairnes, in our darkest day,

The tyrant's power slighted ;

For gallant deeds in many a fray,

Was young George Maxwell knighted.

XXIV.

Glasslough men, all in armour bright,

Caledon's horsemen aided,

Johnston led them to the fight,

From the field where they first paraded ;
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Graham's hand did James withstand,

With valour prompt and steady,

His sires of yore were evermore

To fight for freedom ready.

XXV.

Newcomen and Fane renown did gain,

With Lindsay Smith and Wallace ;

Rice and Dunbar, Davis and Kerr,

Defended the gate near the palace :

Kinnaston and Wright put the foe to flight ;

Sherrard, Garnett and Hanna,

To the field did advance, with valiant Lance,

And Church from the banks of Banna.

XXVI.

Obre and Stiles rode many miles

Laurels to reap unfading ;

Gust and Cross^ and Pooler of Tyross,

Cochran these heroes leading,

From Lisnaskea in strong array,

Came Noble here to battle ;

We saw Munro right forward go,

Where cannon balls did rattle.

XXVII.

Michelburne here, in this dark year,

With Baker shared great glory ;

Lord Leitrim's heir, with valiant Blair,

Shine bright in Derry's story ;
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Fortescue brave here found a grave,

Sinclair the foe resisting ;

Sanderson still, with strength and skill,

Kennedy and Ash assisting.

XXVIII.

Crofton and Campsie nobly fought,

With Irwine, Hall and Barry ;

Crookshank and Upton ever sought
The foes proud force to parry :

Squire led the way in every fray,

Major Bull was for valor noted ;

Adams of Strabane, at our cannon was a man
To Berry's cause devoted*

XXIX.

From Charlemont came Caulfeild's corps,

Chichester from Dungannon,
With many more who at Dromore

Escaped King James's cannon

Porter strong, Leslie and Long,

Macartney and brave Downing,

Spike and Spaight held shipway gate.

At the boom we lost brave Browning,

XXX.

Hindman fired on Antrim's men,
When they with wild Maguire,

Took flight and off thro' Dermott's glen

Thought proper to retire ;
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Dalton, Baker's right hand man,
With Evans, Mills and Ewing,

And Bacon of Magilligan,

The foe were oft pursuing.

XXXI,

Hamilton, here a Laganeer,

Brought with him troops unbending,

Montgomery most gallantly

Our sacred walls defending ;

Shroud and Shaw, in fight we saw,

With Macklin, Young and Harvey,
Who bravely stood, and shed their blood,

With Cooke of Lisnagarvey.

XXXII.

Lenox and Lecky quickly went

For aid to the Scottish borders,

And ere they went to their stores they sent

For our food and raiment orders ;

Babington and Brooke great trouble took,

Major Philips was our kind protector ;

Godfrey of Coleraine did our cause sustain,

With Jemmet our brave collector.

XXXIII.

Parker joined us from Coleraine,

Prom Garvagh young George Canning,

A noble soul without a stain,

No wily mischief planning ;
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Morgan and White here joined the fight,

Led on by Adam Murray,

Logan, Lane, Fisher and Fane,

Conyngham and Curry.

XXXIV.

Tomkins forward proudly went,

When many were despairing,

His tenants formed his regiment,
With Guthridge, Hunt and Hering ;

The Cumber men came from their glen,

James Murray their commander,
Where Radcliffe fought and glory sought,,

With Lord Mount Alexander,

XXXV.

From Lissan Beatty came across.

Knox from green Kilcaden,

Hunter, Cowan, Clarke and Ross,

Mulholland came from Eden ;

Comyn's gun, made many run,

Amazed was each by-stander,

When Houston weak sure aim did take,

And killed a French commander.

XXXVI,

Hillhouse and Boyd were both employ'd,
Our sacred walls defending,

Dobbin came far to the scene of war,
With fortitude unbending :



ORANGE SONGS. 163

Tracy, Fullerton and Hume,
With Hanson, Smith and Hilson,

Stood here against the slaves of Rome,

With Wilkins, Keys and Wilson.

XXXVII.

Early in the opening spring

Came Grigson, Black and Bailly,

M'Causland, Fleming, Hare and King,

Were all in action daily j

Galtworth, Gathcart and Adair,

Oft weak from want of dinner,

Depress'd with care did oft repair,

To the walls with Robert Skinner.

XXXVIII.

Sir Tristram Beresford's array,

Coleraine some days defended,

And here at last they made their way,

In martial line extended ;

Sir John Magill was ready still,

Both night and day for action,

And Gary sought, and nobly fought,

To crush King James's faction.

xxxix.

Cromie swimming in with Roche,

Both in the water wounded,

Announced that Kirk would soon approach,

Which Rosen's hope confounded ;
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Bennett, Christie, Pearse and Bell,

Were to our cause devoted,

Count Scliomberg stood for Deny well,

And highly was promoted.

XL.

Denniston in this dark year,

And Barrington and Jenny,
With Adam Alcock soon came here*

With forces from Kilkenny ;

Ponsonby brave was here to save,

The threaten'd walls of Derry,
His trusty sword made him a lord,

And saved his lands in Kerry.

XLI.

And last not least from Donoughmore,.

George Walker came to guide us,

His name we'll honour evermore,

Let weal or woe betide us
;

When press'd with woe, in spirits low,

We heard his words endearing,
When he said go, we sought the foe,

His voice our courage cheering.

XLII.

One hundred shots at him one day,
Were fired, when we were fighting^

And o'er his head passM all away,
While we their cause were blighting 5
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He sav'd his brother hero's life,

When Murray was surrounded,

Thro' all these scenes of mortal strife,

He never was confounded.

XLIII.

At last by all our sufferings moved,

Kind heaven its aid extended,

The tyrant's arts abortive proved,

And Berry's woe was ended ;

In one dark night the foe took flight,,

The country round them burning^

And ere 'twas day all far away,

They thought not of returning*

" TUNE Derry Walls.'*

Ye sons of Loyalty arise

And fearlessly unite,

Delay not, see your enemies

Collecting all their might ;

See how the wily traitors all,

With unremitting zeal,

Strive to advance, both great and small,

Rebellion or Repeal.
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Then, Protestants arise, defend

The Union strenuously,

Remember that thereon depends
Your lives and liberty ;

Acting to Britain lest you may
Too soon be taught to feel

The iron rod of Popish sway.
Should they obtain Repeal.

Let Parliament no more neglect

This treason to subdue,

Nor will mere threatning have effect,

They must be up and do ;

Let them arrest the traitors, and

With firm and loyal zeal,

Have this proclaimed throughout the land.

There shall be no Repeal.

Many were to the scaffold led

For treason, not so great

As that which they now, void of dread,

Speak 'gainst the Church and State,

Shall rebels with impunity

Oppose the empire's weal,

Shall they from punishment be free

Who agitate Repeal.

And let the end rebellion be,

Their threatnings we disdain ;

The Legislative Union we
Shall with our lives maintain.
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Ye valiant loyal nortkern men,

Shall die the bond to seal,

The well shot guns of Ulster then,

Shall thunder no Repeal.

Then Protestants your country calls.

That you as brethren join ;

Remember Derry's maiden walls,

And Aughrim and the Boyne.

And let your foes remember, too,

Tho' it their blood congeal,

We now as then will them subdue,

They'll never get Repeal.

ur rj0otf olti lEnglislj principles.

Our good old English Principles, I've heard my father

say,

Have shap'd the country's destinies in many a stormy

day.

And thus it was he answer'd, when I asked him what

they were,

Go look into your Bible, boy, you'll find them written

there."

Now, let a man sit calmly down, his Bible on his knee,

And tell me what a country's creed, a country's code,

should be,

What this should teach, or that forbid and here I

pledge my troth,

Our good old English principles shall comprehend them

both.
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First England's King is bound to swear he will main-

tain the cause

Of God and true religion as the basis of his laws :

That to the humblest working man that toils within

the land,

He'll meet out equal justice with a free unsparing hand-

While, all the king can look for from his subjects is,

that they

So long as he rules righteously, like liegemen shall

obey.

Now, if the King is faithful to his Coronation Oath,

I say that these are principles, that must be right for

both.

Next there's the Church of England, where e^ery
Sabbath day,

The poorest man in England is free to kneel and puay ;

May hear the Bible read aloud, his Maker's praises

sung,

And have Salvation preached to him in his native

tongue.

Yet every man in England to worship God is free,

Just as his conscience urges him, however that may be-

Though high and low to act on them too oft, alas ! are

loath,

Yet these, again, are principles that must be right for

both.
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Next by the Laws of England, a man is free to do,

To speak, to write, to print, whate'er is honest, just, and
true.

May choose his occupation, may have, and hold, his own,

Against the proudest nobleman ay, more, against the

Throne-
While all that's ask'd in turn of him, all that the law

can claim,

Is that he leaves another man as true to do the same.

Tho' wealth and honours, like the rain, but on the few

may fall,

The principles that leads to them, exist alike for all.

For ev'ry wrong a man may do, for ev'ry evil deed,

Those laws have framed some punishment, or some re-

dress decreed ;

For all that may befall a man, age, sickness, or distress,

Those Laws do all that Laws can do, to make their

suffring less.

Beneath them we have flourished, and have fill'd the

world with fame,

It is true that other nations have, without them done

the same ;

But, one by one, the world have seen those nations

overthrown,

While we have stood triumphant, through our princi-

ples alone.

King Solomon, the wisest man that on thisearth e'er trod,

Declares that "
all is vanity !" except the fear of God.

As England loves the welfare of her people, of her

Crown,

P
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Let her hold fast the maxim which King Solomon lays

down.

When far-fetched fine-spun theories, when diplomatic

skill,

"When petty party politics, have wrought sufficient ill,

When a most vile expediency shall to the winds be driven

She'll know the worth of principles, which have their

source in Heaven.

5T{je Shutting of tje Sates of

AIR " On board of the Arethusa."

Ye men of Derry, stout and bold,

Whose hearts are cast in honour's mould,

Oh, think to-day on days of old,

And England's constitution ;

On this proud day, in William's year,
The 'prentice boys assembled here,

And hand in hand gave one grand cheer,

For the. glorious Revolution.

Europe heard the joyful sound,

Vainly Rome's proud vassals frown'd,

William and Mary soon were crowned,
And stopp'd the persecution ;

Antrim's troops compell'd to wait,

Trembling stood before our gate,

Till they fled to shun their fate,

In rapid evolution.
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When again with opening spring,

Back they came and brought their king,

We made our bells for William ring,

With Spartan resolution ;

Though they fought us three to one,

Still they shrunk as we passed on,

Soon their coward king was gone,

Afraid of execution.

As like days again come round,

Here we stand on classic ground,

Ever true to England found,

And our glorious constitution ;

Proud our crimson flag shall fly,

Waving in the azure sky,

Here we conquer or we die,

In the cause of the Revolution.

tfje

God save great Victoria our Queen,

Long live our noble Queen,

God save the Queen :

Send her victorious,

Happy and glorious,

Long to reign over us,

God save the Queen.
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Here, while to thee we bend,

Lord, let thy grace descend,

On silver wing ;

Let our glad hearts express

Our grateful happiness ;

Grant we may long possess

Victoria, our blest Queen.

Father of Light ! to thee,

Giver of Victory,

Praises we sing ;

Victoria's mild sway we own,

May thy past favors shown,

Still guard the sacred throne

Of Victoria our Queen.

O ! God of comfort, deign

To hear the humble strain,

Which now we sing ;

Kneeling before thy throne,

Let us thy favor own,

"Which thou hast always shown

On Victoria our Queen.

May Heav'n her life defend,

And make her race extend

Wide as her fame ;

Thy choicest blessings shed,

On her anointed head,

And make her foes to dread

Great Victoria's name.
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Firm and united, here,

May each revolving year

Peace to us bring :

Sweet concord ever more

Bless Ireland's happy shore,

Let her free sons encore,

God save the Queen.

n ^torg foi're toto.

TUNE (t Brave Boys."

In story we're told,

How our nionarchs of old,

O'er France spread their royal domains ;

But no annals can shew,

Their pride laid so low,

As when brave George the Second did reign,

Brave boys, &c.

Of Roman or Greek,

Let fame no more speak,

How their arms the old world did subdue ;

Through the nations around,

Let your trumpets now sound,

How Britons have conquered the new,

Brave boys, &c.
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East, West, North, and South,

Our cannons' loud mouth,

Did the right of our monarch maintain ;

On America's strand,

Amherst limits the land,

Boscowan gives laws on the main,

Brave boys, &c.

Each port and each town,

We make still our own,

Cape Breton, Crown point, Niagar' ;

Gaudaloupe, Senegal,

Quebec's mighty fall,

Did prove we had no equal in war,

Brave boys, &c.

Though Constans did boast,

He'd conquer our coast,

Our thunder soon made monsieur mute ;

Brave Hawke wing'd his way,
Then pounc'd on his prey,

And gave them an English salute.

Brave boys, &c.

Our fortunes, our lives,

Our children and wives,

To defend, at this time, now or never ;

Then each Protestant true,

Of staunch Orange and Blue,
Cries " the Queen and old England for ever I"

Brave boys, &c.
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foest of our JDap.

The best of our days we have seen,

Should a Jacobine sit on the throne ;

Such monsters as these have all been,

Our fathers and mothers have known :

If that they should get the uphand,

Us Protestants they would all smother
;

But we'll keep the lads under command,

And we'll fight for Queen Yictoria for ever,

CHORUS.

So let us all join in prayer :

May providence keep for ever,

Queen Victoria from her enemies' snares,

And we'll fight for her all together.

King James was a Jacobine o'er,

Whose fury King William did quench ;

A protestant prince, to be sure,

Until hejoin'd with the French :

To the Protestants he gave command,

To mass to go together,

He proved false with the seal in his hand,

And away with that race for ever.

So let us, &c.

In the reign of King Charles the First,

Remember the year forty-one,

When thousands now in the dust,

Were murdered in this land :
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When Oliver took the command,

Kind providence sent him hither,

He subdued the whole murdering band,

And conquered that race for ever.

So let us, &c.

Now Charley's drove back from the North,

South Britain he thought to command ;

Let him be content with a turf,

Or an oak stick in his hand :

His conduct did him tinman,

His pedigree makes him to shudder ;

King William he gave us command,
To fight for the Crown for ever.

So let us, &c.

God bless our Protestant queen,

Long may she live and reign,

It is Victoria I mean,

And all her royal train :

For many brave days we have seen,

In peace since she came hither :

No coward shall on the throne reign,

For we'll fight for the Crown for ever.

So let us, &c.
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j/Earksman.

Hearts of Oak."

All ye Arch Marksmen attend to this great plan,

Jehovah first formed it and gave it unto man,
To improve our great system it was their design ;

Ye true sons of William, your courage now join :

Like the ancients to view, our grand mystery woul(J

And bless the great genius of our Emerald Isle, [smile,

When first I was raised to that noble degree,

A Royal Arch Marksman appeared unto me,

Saying, my dearest brother, you shall soon join the

I followed my fancy as they led me along, [throng,

Through paths that were crooked, and bramble being

strewn :

When suddenly I was stopped, by that lurking old Tar.

Saying, what profane comes here, or what is his name,

Where is he going, or what does he mean
;

From your outworks I'm coming, your inward lines to

view ;

Step on my dearest brother, your password is true

Then slowly I entered so great was the throng,

And so strongly was I guarded as they led me along.

Subterraneous the path and dismal the cell,

When advancing a few paces, then suddenly I fell,

But I being stout-hearted I rallied up again ;

Resolved like the ancients to cross Jordon's stream ;

Transported with joy when a light I did perceive :

Where I spied fair Aurora, as she sprang from the grave.
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Twelve dazzling bright lights shone around this great

Supported by pillars that were stout and strong ; [throng :

By wisdom first formed to keep all things sure,

My master he told me the workmen were pure ;

The sculpture ic was Gothic ; as antiquity does approve,

And each stone was jointed and cemented with love.

Long may we honor those true marks that we bear,

Through William's Glorious Memory our souls rest

with care
;

To unite our great Sovereign, our laws, and her crown ;

By this may each Marksman still gain renown :

Since James he was defeated, King William did ap-

To unite every brother, with a Godly-like love, [prove

StantoattJ of tfje Blue.

COMPOSED FOE " CITY GRAND," ARMAGH.

TONE" Colonel Verner."

Tho' all drooping now and dying
Seems the Standard of the Blue

Tho' our Banner now is' lying

Concealed from public view.

Tho' rust upon our armour bright

Has dimned its face of sheen

Tho' lowlier be our spirits height

Than what it once has been
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Tho' a loftier brow and prouder tread

May've marked bold freedom's son,

As one, whose noble Father's dead

Great, glorious deeds had done.

Whose spirits tho' from earth they went

To realms of peace on high,

Yet their courage, hope, and virtue lent

To Sons who'll " do or die?

Ere their honor, fame, and high renown,

Religion, love, and cause,

Be suffered to be trampled down

By Popery or her laws.

Then let us raise our Standard high

With splendour and success !

Let loud huzzas, that rend the sky,

Our joyousness express \

Long, deep, and loud our cannons roar,

Sweet music to our ear !

To Heaven our Banners proudly soar,

Which Popish dogs so fear !

When shrilling of our fife they hear,

And rolling of our drum,

Theyyfce / \QUL& yelling in greatfear
" The Orangemen are come."

Then from our tubes of death they feel

The thunder-shower of lead,

Which makes their ragged masses reel,

Lays thousands of them dead !
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Uproused, the Lion lifts his head,

And shakes his mane of might,

His every movement causing dread,

Pale horror and affright !

See ! fiercely from his nostril wide

Roll breathings of his hate !

His eyes, with scorn and innate pride,

And majesty, dilate !

His tail he lashes wildly round,

On Afric's desert sand

His roarings hoarse, that shake the ground,

Who is it can withstand ?

So rise the sons of mighty men,

So shake them in their pride !

Their dread array, their terror then,

Can Popish clans abide.

No ! tossed to the Earth with giant hand,

Hurled to the shades below,

Like melting mists, the coward-band

Wastes before us as we go !

Trampled beneath our conquering tread,

When shall they rise again ?

When, to Eternity, Time has fled

No more, no more, till then.

Then shout, ye Orange-hearted men,
We have a glorious cause,

We all are sworn, true Brethern,

Against all Popish laws !
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Peal loud your thunders from the field,

Now let us show our might !

We come to conquer not to yield !

To victory not to fight !

Then raise the Standard of the Blue !

Unfurl its Bannered pride !

Let thanksgivings our hearts renew,

For GOD is on OUR side !

are (50ne.

COMPOSED FOR NO. 184 " CITY GRAND," ARMAGH

Oh ! the days are gone when Orangemen were loyalty's

theme ;

But may we ever hope to see those cheering days again ;

Yes, we will see them bright return, and hail the happy

hour,

When Popish clouds shall pass away, thatnow so darkly

lower.

When Popish clouds shall pass away, &c.

Our banner bright we'll then unfurl and loud to all

proclaim,

That Orange loyalty is still (come weal, come woe),

the same.

Our cause is truth, our brotherhood no time or change

can sever ;

Our bond is registered above, and cancelledcan be never

Q
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Then let us quaff the cheering bowl and pledge the

brotherhood,

Whose principles are unity, because their cause is good ;

But while we thus enjoy ourselves, our friends should

understand

That temperance and loyalty still guide the City Grand,

That temperance and loyalty still guide, &c.

&fje ffitmus of

AIR " Battle of the Nile."

BY A MEMBER OF NO. 184,
" CITY GRAND," ARMAGH.

Arise, arise, brave William's sons, arise,

And join in the shout of the patriotic throng

Arise, arise, brave William's sons, arise,

And let the Heavens echo with your song ;

For the genius of Orangeism, victory proclaiming,

Has thro' the world our rights and deeds maintaining.

And the Battle oftheBoyne shall be foremost in our song,
And William, gallant William's name applauded

shall be.

CHORUS.

Then, huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza,

The Grand Lodge guards for us what William did by
Charter gain ;

Huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza, huzza,

Our loyalty has always been the same.

The proud sons of James with rude menace and scorn

Had too long insulted the Protestants so free,

And vainly did boast that their intrusions would be

borne
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By England, the glory of the sea.

But "William soon taught them with peals of thunder,

To our royal orange flag it was their duty to knock under.

And the Battle of the Boyne, &c., with chorus.

{je Black ffim's Bream, SUi., 1795,

One night I thought a vision brought

Me to a spacious plain,

Whereon its centre stood a mount,

Whose top I wished to gain ;

Orange, blue, and purple too

Were given me to wear,

And for to see the mystery

They did me thus prepare.

My guide, a pack placed on my back

With pillars of an arch

A staff and scrip placed in my hand,

And thus I on did march ;

Through desert lands I travelled o'er,

And the narrow road I trod,

Till something did obstruct my path

In the form of a toad.

So then I saw what did me awe,

Though wandering in a dream

A flaming bush, though unconsumed,

Before me did remain ;

And as I stood out of the wood*

I heard a heavenly sound,

Which bade me cast my shoes away,

For it was holy ground.
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Two men I saw, with weapons keen,

Which did me sore annoy
Unto a pyramid I ran,

That standing was hard by ;

And as I climbed the narrow way
A hand I there did see,

Which layed the lofty mountains

In the scale of equity.

Blue, gold, and black, about my neck,

This apparition placed

Into a chariot I was put,

Where we drove off in haste :

Twelve dazzling lights of beauty bright

Were brought to guide my way,
And as we drove thro' cypress shades

One of them did decay.

Near to a mount I saw a fount

Of living water flow :

I being dry, they did reply,

To drink you there may go ;

The mystic cup I then took up,

And drank a health to all

That were born free and kept their knee

From bowing unto Baal.
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& Patriotic Parofctj on an

TUNE" The Vale of Avoca."

Oh there's not in the wide world an Empire or State,

Like the'green isle of Erin, and Britain the great ;

And the last rays of feeling, and life shall depart,

E'er the love of those islands shall fade from my heart.

It is not that nature sheds over each scene,

Her purest of crystal, and fairest of green ;

Nor is it the beauty of valley or hill,

Oh no, it is something more exquisite still,

'Tis that sons and fair daughters of Freedom are here,

Who make ev'ry dear scene of enchantment more dear,

Who of all Nations round them are still known to prove,

The firmest in friendship, most constant in love,

When millions in Europe despairing of rest,

In silence bow'd down by a tyrant opprest,

The chieftain of Great Britain and Erin sent forth,

Their war cry to raise the bold sons of the North.

The sons of the North, at the signal appear'd,

Whilst boldly the standard of Freedom we rear'd,

And with hosts of bold heroes, advanc'd on our foes,

To fight, bleed, and conquer,for Europe's repose.

Sweet isle of the ocean, how calm could I rest,

In some bosom of shade, with the friends I love best,

When the broils that divide and distract us shall cease,

And our banners wave mingled in splendour and peace.

3
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TUNE " Old Towler."

Bright Phoebus now proclaims the day,
Fame glorious sounds her horn,

Each loyal soldier hastes away,
And treats all dread with scorn ;

By honour call'd they march along,

Their enemies to defy,

While thro' the ranks is heard the song*

All traitors they must die.

CHORUS.

With a hey ho steady,

To seize the rebels be ready ;

With a hey ho steady,

To crush the rebels be ready ;

Be ready, be ready,

Undaunted be ready and steady ;

While thro' the ranks is heard the song,
All traitors they must die.

The Orange Boys they are sent out,

With joy they scamp apace ;

Beating the neighb'ring woods about,

Searching each lurking place ;

But 'tis in vain, the Crops are gone,
Not one they can descry ;

Enraged then, they raise the song,
All traitors they must die.

With a hey ho, &c.
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But should they dare to show their force,

How happy would we be ?

We'll stop their midnight murd'ring course,

And soon the nation free ;

Victoria's standard we will throng,

While welt'ring round they lie,

And rend the air with our fam'd song,

All traitors they must die.

With a hey ho, &c.

Ejje 3mtmsi0tt ; or, Bn'tfejj TOar

TUNE " Whilst happy in my native land."

Whilst happy in our native land,

So great, so famed in story ;

Let's join, my friends, with heart and hand,

To raise our country's glory :

When Britain calls, her valiant sons

Will rush in crowds to aid her

Snatch, snatch your muskets, prime your guns,

And crush the fierce invader !

Whilst every Briton's song shall be,
"
0, give us death or victory !"

Long had this favour'd isle enjoy'd

True comforts past expressing,

When France her hellish arts employ'd

To rob us of each blessing :

These from our hearts by force to tear,

Which long we've learned to cherish
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Our frantic foes shall vainly dare

We'll keep 'em, or we'll perish :

And every day, our song shall be,
"
0, give us death or victory !"

Let France in savage accents sing

Her bloody revolution
;

We prize our country, love our Queen,

Adore our constitution ;

For these we'll every danger face,

And quit our rustic labours ;

Our ploughs to firelocks shall give place,

Our scythes be changed to sabres :

And glad in arms, our song shall be,

"
O, give us death or victory !"

Soon shall the proud invader learn,

When bent on blood and plunder,

That Britisli bosoms nobly burn

To brave their cannons' thunder
;

Low lie those heads, whose wily arts

Have plann'd the world's undoing,
Our vengeful blades shall reach those hearts,

Which seek our country's ruin :

And night and morn, our song shall be,
"
0, give us death or victory !"
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TOjen P)aroalj

TUNE " llule Britannia."

When Pharoah reign'd on Egypt's throne,

And Israel in their chains did groan,

The great I AM to Moses gave command

To lead them to the Promised Land !

And all the proud Egyptian host

Pursuing in the sea were lost.

So, when opprest by Papal pow'r,

With death and plunder ev'ry hour,

The brave King William, prince of Orange-men,
Restor'd us to our rights again.

Hail ! mighty William ! conq'ror of the Boyne,

Our voices in thy praise we join.

Our constitution we'll maintain,

'Gainst ev'ry foe on land and main
;

With loyal hearts both firm and true,

We'll never stain the Orange and Blue
;

We love our king, our country, and its laws,

For ever live the Orange Boys !

ranrje

Behold, my brothers' fate, decree,

The Orange shall triumphant be ;

Kind Providence doth interpose,

And aids to crush our rebel foes,

Then let each loyal heart unite,

And every worthy soul invite ;

While Beresford shall be our theme,

Who keeps alive the glorious flame.
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For no deception here you see,

Faithful and true we'll ever be
;

Dire massacre is not our care,

The dastard foe we often spare,

Then let each, &c.

Let it be told our baneful foes,

The Orange only mercy knows ;

Dark vile assassins stab by night,

When rous'd in open day we fight.

Then let each, &c.

We murder not the cherub child,

Nor yet the gentle female mild
;

For we are men. and so shall know,

The traitor and the rebel foe.

Then let each, &c.

on tfje Mttation of a Brother.

TUNE " Scots wha hae."

Welcome ! brother ! to our band !

Welcome ! brother ! heart and hand !

True, together we will stand !

Or together fall !

By brave Schomberg's martyr-fame !

By great William's glorious name !

We are brethren still the same !

Brethren one and all !
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2Lmes 0n tje .funeral 0f a Brother.

TUNE" The light of other days is faded."

The death-shade dims the brightest eye,

And o'ercasts youth with gloom ;

And full of thoughts that cannot die,

The thoughtless leave the tomb :

For, from " the silent house" they hear,

A voice that thrills them through
" In doubt, in danger, persevere !

Be this life yours to do !"

That bosom, coffined, 'neath the sod,

Lives yet, in hearts that love,

In works of faith, in smiles of God,

With brother saints above !

He lives and shall awake from sleep,

When dawns eternal day ;

He lives, ye mourners cease to weep ;

God wipe your tears away.

fje <Soul tfjat once in $0pfs{j Cause,

Aia " The harp that once in Tara's Hall."

The soul that once in Popish cause,

Our blood in torrents shed,

Again the sword to smite us draws,

But will we shrink with dread ?

No, never ! for our faith and king,

O'er popery's dark grave

The song of triumph we will sing,

The flag of triumph wave.
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Can Protestants look tamely on,

And see their faith reviled ?

Is honor from their standard gone,

And are they, too, defiled ?

No faithful to the sacred trust

Of which we are the guard ;

No Jesuit craft or priestly lust

Religion shall retard.

Though Dens' vile doctrines be upheld,

Rebellion still to nurse ;

The cause of truth shall not be quell'd

Albe't the priests may curse.

Pure is our creed our faith sincere,

And bigot ire is vain ;

With heaven to aid, nor priests we fear,

Nor fiend of Darrynane.

The light of Scripture spreads abroad,

Reaction's voice is loud

By craven Rome we're not o'erawed

Nor dread its murderous crowd.

Then let our Orange banner wave,
Our souls be firm and true ;

Who finds in God's own cause a grave,

Shall find salvation too.
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Mj Protestants* Appeal to

On occasion of the suppression of the Bible in theplan

of National Education for Ireland. April, 1833.

AIR " See the Rosy Morn."

Protestants, awake, assemble,

Or for ever fallen lie !

Is it not a time to tremble,

When the fatal blow is nigh ?

When the foe's unhallow'd finger

Rests on God's eternal word,

Shall his faithful servants linger ?

Will they then desert their Lord ?

Shame to this most favor'd nation,

Shame and sorrow be their meed !

If the ark of her salvation

Be abandon'd in her need ?

Brightly on the page of story

Deeds of other days may shine,

But the sun of England's glory

Will 'mid scorn and woe decline.

Sworn to keep the faith of Jesus,

Can we perjured traitors prove ?

Lo ! from yonder heaven he sees us,

With a look of anxious love.

Oh ! with such a look to chide us,

Such a quenchless love to cheer,

With our martyr'd sires to guide us,

Can we bow to sloth or fear ?

R
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Hark ! your sister Ireland, weeping,

Calls to you across the wave
*' Christian brothers ! are you sleeping ?

" I am wounded, come and save !

"
Think, if ye refuse assistance

a Who will pity or deplore ;

* Should the light that gilds existence,
" Sink ere long on England's shore ?"

Yes! ye come ! the spell is broken !

'Tis the summons of the Lord !

Protestants the vow have spoken,

Hear it, earth ! and heaven record !

Like our fathers we may perish

On the glorious battle field,

But what they could die to cherish,

We will never live to yield !

ILament of a ^rotegtant lEmujrant,

AIR " Gramachree."

Land of my birth ! my once blest home,
Land of my fathers' graves

Land of my youth and earliest loves,

Too soon the mountain waves

Will roll and dash 'twixt me and thee,

For I must leave thy shore ;

And, oh,my soul prophetic says,

I shall return no more.
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How oft upon a summer's eve,

My daily labor done,

Fve watch'd thy hills and smiling plains,

Lit by the parting sun ;

And thought if I might live and die

Upon my native shore,

In the same faith my father's died,

That I would ask no more.

But now I fear my heart will break,

Or ever I may roam

Through the wild forests of the west,

To seek another home ;

My darling children, for your sake

I leave my native shore,

Although my sinking spirit says

I shall return no more.

Ungodly and relentless men
Disturb my much loved land ;

The scoff, the sneer, the bitter taunt,

The sword, the flaming brand

These all await the martyrs' sons

On this my native shore ;

My children, I must bear you hence,

Though I return no more.

But, oh, there is a mightier Power

A stronger hand than theirs

One who shall yet avenge his own,
And hearken to their prayers.
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Then let us seek that when this life's

Sad pilgrimage is o'er,

His heavenly kingdom we may gain,

Nor ever wander more.

Am" Priestly."

Men of England, who inherit

Rights that cost your sires some blood !

Men whose unregenerate spirit

Has been proved on land and flood !

By the foes ye've fought uncounted,

By the glorious deeds ye've done,

Trophies captured, breaches mounted,
Navies conquered kingdoms won.

Yet remember, England gathers

Hence but fruitless wreaths of fame,
If the patriotism of fathers

.Glow not in your hearts the same.

What are monuments of bravery.
Where no public virtues bloom ?

What avail, in bands of slavery,

Trophied temples, ark and tomb ?

We're the sons of sires that baffled

Crown'd and mitred tyranny ;

They defied the field and scaffold

For their birthright so will we.
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?0tts fojjose .Sites imtb Mlilltam bletf.

AIR " Scots wha hae."

Sons, whose sires with William bled,

Offspring of the mighty dead,

When the Popish tyrant fled,

And this fair land left free.

Yield not now to Popish guile,

Trust them least when most they smile,

Shun the crafty fowler's toil,

And keep your liberty.

Loud and high their clamors rise,

Of pretended miseries ;

The papist creed is only lies,

Which none but fools believe.

All the generous lion can,

That belongs of right to man,
Britain puts within their span,

And they ingrate receive.

ISjpw they whine, as " bondsmen" poor,

Now they boast their millions o'er,

And forth the Popish rent they pour
For pikes and murder given.

Firm, ye sons of Britain, firm,

Shrink not from the gathering storm,

Let it come in any form,

Our battle word is Heaven.
3
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AIR "
Lady Caroline Lee's Favorite."

Up, up with the lily, and down with the keys,

In the city seven hilly we'll revel at ease ;

Her streets shall be gory, her Tiber all red,

Her temples so hoary shall echo our tread.

In triumph well mount o'er the walls of old Rome,

And who then shall count o'er the spoils of each dome?

Nor sorrow nor pity shall breathe on her walls,

When the great harlot city before the ark falls,

Thou towering Babel, polluted with crime,

No more art thou able to baffle with time ;

Thee, once the world's wonder, the "heretics" vanquish,

And tread thy sons under in sorrow and anguish.

Then up with the lily, and down with the keys,

In Rome the seven hjlly we'll revel at ease,

Her streets shall be glory, her Tiber all red,

Her temples so hoary sh
;
all echo our tread.

anti

Behold sedition's flarid light,

That erst for midnight murderers shone,

Brethren, awake, arise, unite,

To guard your homes, your church,your throne,

Let " No Surrender" be your cry,

Your motto " Truth and Liberty."
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Together stand together fall

Together bend the knee in prayer,

That He who guides and governs all,

Your country may from ruin spare ;

But, if she call on us to die,

We die for Truth and Liberty,"

Eventful times are stealing on,

And cast their threatening shadows uound ;

Arouse, true hearts your armor don,
Be ready for the conflict found

While o'er the tumult swells the cry,
" Our dwellings, Truth and Liberty."

&ltar anti tfjc ftfjrotw.

AIR "
Proper."

Breathe the true prayer on high ! raise the loyal hand,

Protect with all your might the noble father land
;

Let not unholy lips defile nor traitor brand be thrown,

Defend ah'ke, as sacred trust the Altar and the Throne.

Can ye forget the blood shed by the bigot's hand,

When superstition yell'd, and waved her horrid brand ?

Thinkon the past, the holy dead,the martyr's dying groan,
Forye endured, then up,defend the Altar and the Throne.

Unfurl the banner blue ! come forth ye as one man,
To God and King be true, then ye'll avert the ban ;

And let your glorious motto be, one traitors blush to own,

The Church of God, the Kingly state the Altar

and the Throne."



200 THE STANDARD

p

AIR" Irish."

Pray that Jerusalem may have

Peace and felicity ;

Let them that love thee and thy peace

Have still prosperity.

TheVefore I wish that peace may still

Within thy walls remain ;

And ever may thy palaces

Prosperity retain.

Now, for my friends' and brethren's sakes,

Peace be in thee I'll say ;

And for the house of God our Lord,

I'll seek thy good alway.

AIR" Proper."

It is the Boyne ! our verdant meadows laving ;

I see the bright flood shine !

Sing on the march, with every banner waving,

Sing, brothers ! 'tis the Boyne.

The Boyne ! the Boyne ! our own imperial river,

Be glory on thy wave ;

Upon thy shores, to die or to deliver,

Fought our forefathers brave.
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Roll bravely on ! brave blood is with thee sweeping,

Pour'd out by sons of thine,

When sword and sprit forth in pride were leaping,

Like thee, victorious Boyne !

Go, tell the seas, that chain shall bind thee never,

Sound on by hearth and shrine !

Sing through the hills, that thou art free for ever

Lift up thy voice, Boyne !

Fill to the brim ! now drink to him

Of proud, immortal memory !

Who crossed the wave the bold the brave

To make our fathers' country free !

Sons of the free, then drink with me, .

In mem'ry of our brave defender I

Come, fill each glass, and let it pass

Our toast shall still be " No Surrender."

Here are we met we'll ne'er forget

The day our valiant sires assembled,

And stood in might, and fought for right,

While tyrants crouched, and traitors trembled !

Then from the heart before we part,

We'll give
" Our valiant, brave Defender !"

Come, fill each glass, and let it pass

Our toast shall still be " No Surrender !"

FINIS.
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"THE ARMAGH GUARDIAN,"
IF

Z.ITEIIATITRE, AND MARKETS,

PRINTED AND PUBLISHED EVERY MONDAY EVENING, IN ARMAGH,

THE
GUARDIAN is equal in size to any Provincial News-

paper in Ireland, and contains a digested summary of every

occurrence, religious and political, during the week. The

Merchant and Farmer will find their interests carefully attended

to, while, as a Family Journal, it will be found inferior to

none of its cotemporaries the most zealous attention being

paid to the selection of such matter as is calculated to extend

and strengthen morality and religion.

In order the more effectually to carry out these high and im-
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portant objects, the Proprietor, thankful for the patronage

hitherto bestowed upon his efforts, is induced to make yet

greater exertions, and hopes to meet that increased support by
which he may be enabled to keep pace with the march of im-

provement now become so general.

With a steady, unwavering attachment to PROTESTANT-
ISM, everything bearing on this great truth meets the prompt
attention necessary in these times of trial, when it has become

more than ever essential that innovations be carefully examined

before their reception; and that the BIBLE alone be acknow-

ledged as the rule of faith and practice. Nevertheless, in all

discussions due regard is paid to the feelings of those from

whom we differ, that if not convinced by argument, they may
not be offended by unmeaning abuse ; that Truth may not suffer.

TERMS :

Annually , 1; Half-yearly, 10s; Quarterly, 5s; Payable in

Advance.

OFFICE: 63, UPPER-ENGLISH-STREET,

JOHN THOMPSON1

, Proprietor.

Agency of the Norwich Union, Life and Fire Insurance So-

ciety ; Stephen's unchangeable Blue, and Blue Black fluid

Inks, so admirably adapted for the use of the Steel

Pen ; the Teas of the China Tea Company ; Bew-

ley, and Evans's Perfumery and Family Me-

dicines ; R. & L. Perry & Co.'s, Mori-

son's, and Holloway's Pill's, and

Ointment. Stationery, &c., sold.

iSgjf Books, Pamphlets, Law Forms, Receipts, and all

sorts of Typography neatly and expeditiously Printed.
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